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^ HE curfew tolls the knell of parting day''. 
The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea, 
n homeivard pLods his tveary way, 
d leaves the world to darlco^s and to me, 

' Di. Johnr™ obfervti, ib»I this Elegy ibounds wiih imase* which 
i a miiTour in crery minJ, and ivllh fciuimenit iswhicti tvtcy bofom 
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Now fades the glimmering landfcapc on the fight. 

And all the^uc^ folemn ffillnefs holds, 

Sa^ wher€ the J)eftle vheels his droning flight. 

Arid drq^fy tinkiSngs Kill the diitant folds; 

*• ■ ' 

^ ■«•■**■ 

Save that from lyo&dilr' ivy-mantled tower 
'The moping CW does tb'thc moon complain 

Of inch as^ wahd*nng near her fecret bower, 
jMoleit her ancienl^f folitaiy reign. 

I Beneath thofe rugged ehns, that yew-tree's fiiadc, 
'SVlwrc Ih^avcs thetnrf in many a mould'ring heap, 
.Each in fiis narrow &ii for ever laid. 
The rude Forefathers of ihe hamlet fleep. 

The breezy call of incenfe-breathing Morn, 
The fwallow twittVing from the ftraw-built fhed,. 
The cock's fhrill clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more ihall roufe them from their lowly bed, 

returns an echo. The four ftanzas beginning, Ttt ev*n tbefe hones are, 
uys he, original : I have never feen the fentiments in any other place; 
yet he that reads them here, perfuades himfelf that he hat always fck 

them* 

IMITATION. 



fquilla dl lontano 



Che paia '1 giomo pianger, che fi muorr* 

Dante Purg, h 8. <l; 

For 
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For them no more tlie blazing hearth (hall burn, 
Or bnfy houfewife ply her evening care ; 
No children run to lifp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fhare* 

Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield, 
Tlieir furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke ; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their Aurdy flroke ! 

Let not Ambition mock their ufefiil toil. 
Their homely joys, and defliny obfcure ; 
Nor Grandeur hear, with a difdainful fmile, 
The ihort and fiqiple annals of the poor. 

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e*er gave. 
Await alike th* inevitable hour; 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to Thefe the fault. 
If Memory o'er their tomb no trophies raife. 
Where through the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem fwclls the note of praife* 

Can floried urn, or animated buft. 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the filent dull, 
Or Flatt'ry- footh the dull col4 «ar of Death ? 

A 2 Perhaps 
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Perhaps in this negle^ed ipot is laid 
Some heart, once pregnant with ccleftial fire ; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway'd. 
Or wak*d to extafy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the fpoils of Time, did ne'er unroll; 
Chill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the foul. 

Full many a gem, of pureft ray ferene. 
The dark unfathora'd caves of ocean bear ; 
Full many a flower is bom to blufli unfeen^ 
And wafle its fweetnefe on the defert air. 

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefi bread 
The little Tyrant of his fields withilood, 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft. 
Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country's blood. 

Th' applaufe of lift'ning fenates to command, 
The^ threats of pain and ruin to defpife, 
To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land. 
And read their hift'ty in a nation's eyes, 

Their lot forbad : nor circumfcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbad to wade through (laughter to a throne, 
And (liut the gates of mercy on mankind, 



The 
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The finiggling pangs of confcious truth to hide, 
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous fliame, 
Or heap the ihrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incenie kindled at the Mufe's flame, 

« Far iix)m the madding crowd's ignoble flrife, 
Their fober wiflies never learn'd to flray ; 
Along the cool fequefter'd vale of life 
They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way, 

VARIATIONS. 

« The thoughtlefs world to Alaiefty may bow. 
Exalt the braye, and idolize fucccfs ; 
But more to innocence their fafety owe, 
Than Pow'r or Genius e'er confplr'd to bicfs. 

And thou, who, mindful of th* unhonour'd Dead, 
Doft in thefe notes their artlefs tale relate. 
By night and lonely contemplation led 
To wander in the gloomy walks of fate : 

Hark! how the facred Calm, that breathes around, 
Bids every fierce tumultuous paffion ceafe j 
In dill fmall accents wbifpering fromithe ground 
A grateful earneft of eternal peace. 

No more, with reafon and thyfclf at ^rife. 
Give anxious cares and endlefs wiOies room ; 
But through the cool fequefter*d vale of life 
Purfue the filent tenor of thy doom. 

And here the Poem, fays Mr. Mafon, was originally intended to con 
dude, before the happy idea of the hoary-headed Swain, &c. fuggeftcd 
itfelf to the Author. The third of thefe rejefted flanzas is not in. 
ferior to any is the whole Elegy. 

A 3 Yet 
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Yet cv'n th«fe beam from infiilt to pr6teA> 

Some frail memorial ftill cre^d nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes arfd Ihapdcfs fculpttirt <feek*dj^ 

Implores the paffing tribute of a figh* 

Their name, their yiears, ^It by th* unlett^rM Mufe, 
The place of fame acid elegy fupply ; 
And many a holy text around Ihc fbews. 
That teach the ruflic moralift to die. 

For who to dxmib Fprgetfalnefs a prey. 
This pleafing aiudous be jng e*er refign'd. 
Left the warm precincts of the chearfiil day, 
Nor call one longing, lingering look behind i 

On fom<? fond breaft the parting foul relies, 
Spm$; pious drops the cloiing eye requires ; 
Ev*n from the tomb theToice of Nature cries, 
Ev*n in our Afhcs live their wonted Fires **. 

IMITATION, 



fov 



' Ch'iveggio nel penficr, dolce mio fuoco^ 
Fredda una lingua, Sc due begli ocohi chiufi 
Rimaner doppo noi pien di faville. 

Pttrarebf foa. i69« G, 

VARIATION, 

Awake an4 faithful to her wonted fires. 
f Thui (fays Mr. Mafon) it flood in the firft and fomc foUowing 
'* editions^ andrl tkiii|& ra|lier better ; for the authority of Petrarch 

" doe; 
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For tliee, who mmtfiil of th' imhonovr^d l)ed<{ 
Doft ia thefe lines their artlefs tale relate ; 
If chance, l^ kmely Contemplation led. 
Some kindred Sjht it fhail inquire thy fate, 

Haply {otDt hoaiy-headed fwain may fay, 

* Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn 

* Brufhingwith hafty ftcps the dews away, 

* To meet the fun upon the upland lawn«. 



T/ 



•There 



'< does not deftroy tKe appearance of quaintnefs in the other : the 
** thottght however is rather obfcurely cxprefled in both readings. He 
*' meams to fay, in plain profe, that we wifh to be remembered by our 
'< friends after our death, in the fame manner as when alive we wifhed 
^ to be jremembered by them in our abfence : this would be exprefTcd 
** dearer, if the metaphorical xtxmfrei was reje£^ed, and the line run 
«thus.- 

<< Awake and laithful to her firft deiires.*' 

In Chaucer's Reve's Prologue, v. 3880, 

Yet in our aiben cold is ^re yrekin. 

There is, fays Mr. Tyrwhitt, fo great a refemblancc between this 
line and the above, that I fhould certainly have conftdered the latter 
ts an iantajtion, if Mr. Gray had not referred us to the fonnet of Pe- 
Craish as his original. 

VARIATION. 

« On the high brow of yonder hanging lawn. 
After which, in the firi^ manufcript, followed this ftanza i 

. A 4 Him 



* There at thc'fbot of yonder noddmg hecch, 

* That wreathes its old.fantafiic roots ^ ^^^y 

* His liftlefs length at noon-tide would he flretch^ 

* And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

* Hard by yon wood, now faiil/ng as in fcorn, 

* Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove : 

* Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

* Or crazM with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs love. 

* One morn I mifs'd him on the cuftom'd hill, 

* Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree : 

* Another came ; nor yet beiide the rill, 

* Nor up the lawn, nor at th^ wood, was he j 

* The next with dirges due in fad array, 

* Slow through the church-way path we faw him borne, 

* Approach and read (for thou canft read) the lay, 

* Graved on the ftbqe beneath yon aged thorn ^ 

The 

Him have we feen the greenwood fide along, 
While o'er che heath yrc hied^ our labour done. 
Oft as the woodlark pip'd her farewell foog) 
With wiftful eyes purfue the fetting fuo, 

^' I rather wonder (fays Mr. Mafon) that he rejeAed this ftanzty as 
'< it not only has the fame fort of Doric delicacy -whi^ charmi us pe* 
'< culiarly in this part of the poem, hut alfo completes the account of 
<< his whole day : whereas, this evening fcene being omitted^ we have 
** only his morning walk and his noontide repofe." 

f Between this line and the epitaph, Mr. Gray originally inferred a 
very beautiful iUnza, which inras printed in fome of the Hv^ editions, 

but 
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The EPITAPH. 

#■ • 
rERE refis bis btafufoflbehp of Earthy 

A Touth to Fortune and to Fame unknown $ 

Fair Science frofvond not on bis bumble hirtb^ 

And Meiancboly marked bimfor ber vum* 



H 



Large ivas bis bounty^ and bis foul Jincere^ 
Heaven did a rccompenceas largely fend: 
He gave Mis*iy all be bad^ a tear^ 
Hegain^dfrom Hean/n (*twas ail be ivi/b^dj a/riendm 

Nojartberjeek bis merits to difdo/e^ 

Or draw bis Jralities from their dread ahode^ 

(Tbere they alike in trembling hope repofe) 8 

^be lofomafbis Father^ andbisGod* , ^..^. •-/ 

but afterwards omitted ; becaufe he thoagbt^tjiat it was too long a pa- 
renchefis in this place. The lines however arr^ in themfelYes. exqui- 
fitely fine, and demand prefenration. 

There fcatter'^ oft, the earlleft of the year. 
By hands i^ifeen, are (how'rs of violets found | 
The redbreaft loves to build and warble there. 
And little footfteps lightly print the ground. 

IMITATION. 
8 — ^-— . paventofa fpeme. 

Pitrarcbf Ton. ii4» G« 

» 

•f'-T >? HYMN 
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HYMN to APVERSITY^ 

By the Same* 

DAUGHTER of Jove, rclendefs Pow'r, 
Thou Tamer of the human breaft, 
Whofe iron fcourge and tort*ring hour 
The Bad affright, afflia the Bell ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain 
The proud are taught to tailc of pain, 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt' before, unpttied and alone* 

When firft thy Sire to fend on earth 

Virtue, his darling Child, defign'd. 
To thee he gave the hcav'nly Birth, 

And bade to form her infant mind* 
Stern rugged nurfe ! thyrigid lore 
With patience many a year fhe bore : 
What forrow was, thou bad'ft her know, 
And fifom her own Ihe learn'd to melt at others' woe. 

» 

^ An limtatiow, as "Dr. Johnfon obfenrcs, of the 35th Ode of the firft 
look of Horace, beginning, Diva, ^rtttum ^uit regis Aitium ; but Mr« 
Gray has excelled his origins^, by the variety of his fentimencsj^ and by 
tikir moral application. 

2 Scared 



MO 

8cai^ at thy fixnrn terriSc, fly 

S^-pleafing Foily^s idle broody 
^ild Laughter, Noife, a|id thou|^tfefi Joy, 

And leave iw Itifure to be good. 
lAght they difperfe, and with them go 
The fummer Friend, the flatt'ring Foe ; 
By vain Profperity received, 
To hef they fGW their truth, and art again believ'd* 

Wifi^om in blblfi garb array -d, 
Imroei^'d in lapt'rous thought profound^ 

» 

A|m1 Melancholy, fiknt maid 

With leaden eye, that loves the ground^ 
Still on thy folemn fleps attend : 
Warm (Aarity, the general friend. 
With Juftice to herfelf fevcre, 
^d Pity, dropping foft the fadly-plcafing tear, 

ph ! gently on thy Suppliant's head. 

Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaft'ning hand ! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 

Nor circled with the vengeful Band 
|[As by the Impious thou art ieen) 
With thund'ring voice, and threatening mien, 
With fcrcaming Horror's funeral cry, 
Pdpair, and fiell Diieaie, and ghailly Poverty. 



Thjr 
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Thy form benign, oh Qoddefi, wear, 

Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy philofophic T;ain be there 

To foften, not to wound my hearty ., 
The generous ipark extmft revive, 
Teach me to Ipve, and to forgive, 
» ExacSt my own defedb to fcan, 
What oihers are to feel, and know myfelf^a man • 

» " The many hard confonants (iays Mr. Mafon) which occur la 
" this line, hurt, the ear."^ Mr. Gra^r^pcrcetved it himfelfy bat did not 
'' alter ir> as the words themfelves were thofe which beft conveyed hi^ 
^ idea, and therefore did not chufe to facrifice ienfe to found." 



E D U^ 
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DUCATION- 

A P O E M: 

IN TWO CANTOSk. 

Written in Imitation of the Style and Manner of 

SPENSER'S Fairy Qjjeen. 

Infcribed to Lady Langhami, Widow of Sir John 

Langham, Bart. 

By GILBERT WEST, Efq. 

Umim.Jiudium vere lihcralc eft^ quod liherum faczt. Hoc fa-' 
pienfia Jiudium eft^ fuhVime^ f^f^t fnagnanimum : cetera 
fufilla l^ puerilia funtn'^Plus fcire welle quamjitfatis intern^ 
ferantia gtnus eft. ^id^ quodijla liheralium artium conje^a^ 
tic mokftoSi verbofos^ intempeftlvos^ fihi phcentes facit^ (3 idea 
non dicentes neceffaria^ quia fupcrvacua didicerunt. 

Sen. Ep, 88* 

O Goodly Discipline ! from heaven y-fprong ! 
Parent of Science, queen of Arts refin'd ! 
To whom the Graces^ and the I^ine belong : 
O !. bid thofe Graces^ in fair chorus join'd 

^ One canto only of this poem was puMilhed. The objeftions tliat 
were znacle to the obfolete words are faid to have occafioned its being 
left nnfinifhed* 

i Lady Langham was the author's mother* 

With 
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With each bright Virtue that adorns the mind ! 

bid the Mujesy thine harmonious train, 
' Who by thy aid erft humanized mankind, 

Infpire, dire6l, and moralize the ftrain, 
That doth eflay to tcaeh thy treafiires how to gain ! 

And Thou, whofe pious and maternal cane. 
The fubilitute of heavenly Providence, 
With tendereft love my orphan life did rear. 
And train me up to manly flrength and ieafe ; ^ 
With mildeft awe, and virtuous influence, 
Dire£bing my unpra6Hs'd wayward feet 
To the fmooth walks of Truth and Innocence ; 
Where Happinefs heart-felt, Contentment fweet, 
Philofophy divine aye hold their bleft retreat ; 

Thou, moft belov'd, moft honoured, moft rever*d ! 
Accept this verfe, to thy large merit due ! 
-And blame me not, if by each tye endeared. 
Of nature^ gratitude, and ftiendfhip true. 
The whiles this moral thejes I purfue. 
And trace the plan of goodly ^ Nurture o'er, 

1 bring thy modeft nfirtues into view ; 

And proudly boafl that from tly precious flore. 
Which erft cnrichM my heart, I drew this facred lore. 

pa Nurture, Education, 



And 
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Ami thus, I ween, thus fhall I beft repay 
The valued gifts, thy careful love beftow'd 5 
If imitating Thee, well as I may, 
I labour to difiuie th' important good, 
'Till this great truth by all be underftood ; 
*' That all the pious duties which we owe, 
** Our parents, friends, our country, and our God; 
** The feeds of every virtue here below, 
*' Yvom Difctfline alone, and early Culture^ gvcwJ* 



CANTO I. 



ARGUMENT. 

The Knighty as to ^ YmdWs boufe 

He his young joncowt^Sy 
hfiaid ly CusTOK ; viith himjight\ 

Jbid bis nrain fride difmcys^ 

I. 

A Gentle Knight there was, whofe noble deedis 
O'er Fairy Landhy Fame were blazon'd round t 
For warlike enterprize, and fage •» arceds, 
Among the phief alike was he renown'd 

a Psdf a is a Greek word, Hgnifyiag Edttcation. 

Whisncc 



Whence with the marks of higheft honours crown'a"^' 
By Gloriana, in domefUc peace, 
That port to which the wife are ever bounds 
He anchored was, aod chang'd the toffing fcas 
Of buftling bnfy life; for cahn fequeftred eafe, 

n. 

There in domeflic-virtue rich and great 
As erft in public, 'mid his wide domain, 
Long in primaeval patriarchal flate. 
The lord, the judge, the father of the plain. 
He dw^elt ; and with him, in the golden chain 
Of wedded faith y-link'd, a matron ikge 
Aye dwelt ; Iweet partner of his joy and pain. 
Sweet charmer of his youth, friend of his age. 
Skilled to improve his blifs, his forrows to afTuage* 

in, 

From' this fair union, not of fordid gain. 

But merit fimilar and mutual love, 

True fource of lineal virtue, iprung a train 

Of youths and virgins; like the beauteous grove. 

Which round the temple of Olympic Jove^ 

Eigirt with youthful bloom the ? parent tree. 

The facreJ olive ; whence old Elis wove 

P Pwetrt tree, the facreJ o^tvg.'] This tree grew in the Altls, orfacred 
grove of Olympic Jupiter at Olympia, having, as the Elcans pretended, 
been originally planted there by Hercules. It was efteemed facred, and 
firom that were taken the Olympic crowns. Sec Paufanias. Eliac. and 
tkc Diflfertation on the Olympic games. 

Her 



Her verdant crowns of peaceful vi6tory^ 
The * guerdons of bold ftrength, and fwift adivity* 

IV- 

So round their ncAle parents goodly role 

Thefc ge^e^}us fcyons : they with watchful care 
Still, as the fwelling paffions 'gan difclofe 
The buds of future virtues, did prepare 
With prudent culture the young Ihoots to rear: 
And aye in this endearing pious toil 
They by a ' Palmer fage inilrufted were, 
Who from deep thought and fludious fearch erewhilc 
Had learnt to mend the heart, and till the huinan ibil» 

V. 

For b}3 coeleftial Wijdom whilom led 

^ _ 

Through all th' apartments of th' iaunortal minder ; # 
He viewM the fecret itores, and markfd the * ifted - 
To judgment, wit, and memory aifign'd; 
Atkd how fenfation and refiedion join'd 
To fill with images her darkfome grotte^ 
Where varioufly disjointed or combinM, 
As reafon, fancy, or opinion wrought, 
Their various maiks they play'd, and fed her penfive thought. 



\ Gnerdonsy rewards. 

' Palmer, pilgrim.' The Perfon here figniiied is Mr. Locke, cbarac- 
terized by bit workf . 

• Sted, place, ftation. 

Vol. IV. B \X Alfe 
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» Alfe thttnij^ thfe fieldi ofSckfkk had hcihtqr^i . . 
Wkh eager fearch, and fent his piercing ^e 
Through cadh Ifeam'd fihmly eich philrftj^ie Jhadki 
Where rtuihtxA FtMe m. were de^rfi'd tb life j 
If haply the ikir V^^ts hfe * HU>tc (pjr, 
Or hear the mulic of their <fharming itiri i 
But dl ■ttfaftle th^f-e.^b Tatisfy 
His curious foulj'lii ^tirnM him to cbcpliirfe 
The /acreJ writ^FdiB i to learn, believe, adote« 

Tbibce foe pr6fe(sM.Qf F^Jbood ahd Zbr^//^ 

Thofe fly artificers of tyranny, 

» Aye holding up fe^fore uncertain feet ^ 

Mafekihd^wlcd', tb-^/VjP^A'of, 
And mild RtUgumh cliaritabfe law, 
That, fram'd by Merry and Senighity^ 
The perfecuting fword forbids to draw, " 
And free-created ifodis With penal terrors awev ' 

vm. 

/ Nb witk the& ^orious gifts elate and vam 
Lock'd he his wifdom up in churlifli pride; 
But, ftooping from his height, would even.defgll 
The feeble fteps of Infancy to guide. 

.-....;.. . ^ ■ . ■ 

«i .k To -■ 

t Alfe, alfo, further. * Mote, micht. 

tt Ayc> CTcr. y Nc, nor. 

itfernal 
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Eternal jjory KGm therefore betide ! 

Let every generous y6\rth Us praife proclaim ! 

Who, waiid'ring through the world's rude foreft wide, 

By him hath befeh y-taught his courfe to frame ' 

To Ftftufi ffweet abodes, and heav'n-ai^iring /Vww/ 

It., 
For ihB the Fairy Kvight with anxious thought, 

And fond paternal ^sit'e his counfel pray'd; 

And him of gentleft eourtefy befeiltgfeft 

His guidalnce to vouchfafe and fiiendly aid ; 

The while his tender offspring he convey'd. 

Through devious paths to that fecure retreat, 

Where fage P^dia^ with each tuneful maid. 

On a wide mount h^d fi^^'d her rural (bat, 

'Mid flow'iy gdrder^s plac'd, uotrod by vulgar feet. 

X. 

And now ferth*pacing With his bloommg heir. 

And that fime-virtuinis Ptdmir them to guide; 
Arm'd all to pointy and on a CbuHer foir 
Y-mounted in^h, in miHtary pri^e. 
His little train before he (low did ride. 
Him eke behind a gentle ^ft;r#* en(uesy 
With his young lord aye marching fide by fide^ 
His coubfcltour and guard in goodty^ thews, 
Who well had beenbrbughtup, and nfttrsM by every Mufc. 

B > XI. Thus 
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Thus as tkeir plcafing jouracy they puriued^ 
•With cheerful ar^;ument beguilbg pain, 
£fe iQng defcending from an hill they view'd 
Beneath their eyes out-fbetchM a fpacious plain^ 
That fruitful Ihew'd, and apt for every grain. 
For pafhires, vines and flow'rs; while Nature iaiir^ 
Sweet-fmiling all around with count'nance^ fam, 
SeemM to demand the tiller's art and care, 
Her wildneis to corred, her lavifh wafte repair* 

xn. 

Right good, I ween, and bounteous was the foil. 
Aye wont in happy feafon to repay 
With tenfold ufuiy the peafant's toiU 
But now 'twas ruin all, and wild decay ; 
Untill'd the garden and the Mow lay, 
The iheep (home down with barren ^ brakes o'er-grown ; 
The whiles the merry peafants fport and play, 
All as the public evil were imknown. 
Or every public care from every brcaft was flown. 

xni. 

Aftonifli'd at a fcene at once fo fair 
And fp •deformM; . with wonder and delight 
At man's negled, and Nature's bounty rare,, 
In fhidious thought awhile the Fairy Knight 

k Fain, earneft, eager. ^ Brakes^ briars. 

2 Bent 



Bent on that goodly ^ lond his eager fight : 

Then forward ni(h*d, impatient to defciy 

What towns and caftles therein were * empight; 

For towns him feem'd, and caflles he did fpy, 

And to th* horizon round he ftretch*d his roaming eye, 

XIV. 
Nor long way had they travell'd, ere they came 

To a wide ftream, that with tumultuous roar 

Emongft rude rocks its winding courfe did frame. 

Black wa» the wave and fordid, cover'd o*er 

With angry foam, and ftain*d with infants gore. 

Thereto along th* unlovely margin flood 

A birchen grove that, waving from the Ihore^ 

Aye cafl upon the tide its falling bud, 

And with its bitter juice empoifon'd all the flood. 

XV. 
Right in the centre of the vale empight. 

Not difbmt far z forked mountain rofe ; 

In outward form prefenting to the fight 

That fam'd Parnajfian hill, on whofe fair brows 

The Nine Aonian Sifters wont repofe, 

Lifl'ning to fweet Caftalia^ founding ftream. 

Which through the plains of Cirrha murm'ring fldw«* 

But This to That compar'd mote juflly feem 

Nc fitting haunt for gods, ne worthy man's efteem* 

' Lond, land. e Empight, placed. 

B % XVI. For 
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XVI. 

For this nor founded deep^ nor fpredclen widc^ 

Nor high up-rais*d above the level plain» 
By toiling art through tedious years applied. 
From various parts compil'd with ftudious paift^ 
Was ^ crft up-thrown ; if fo it mote attain, 
Like tks^t foetic matfHtain, to be s hig^ 
The noble feat of ljtamin£^ goodly train^ 
Thereto, the more to captivate the fight, 
It like a garden fair moft curiouily was ^ dight. 

xvn. 

In figurM plots with leafy walls inclos'd. 

By meafure and by rule it was out-lay'd ; 

With fymmetry fo regular difpos'd. 

That plot to plot ftill anfwer'd, ihadc to fliadc ; 

Each correlpondent twain alike array'd 

With like embelliihments of plants and flowVs, 

Offlatues, vafes, fpouting founts, thatplay'd 

Through fhells of Tritons their afcending Ihow'rs, 

And labyrinths involv'd and trelice-woven bow'rs^ 

XVIII. 
There likewife mote be feen on every fide 

The yew obedient to the planter's will, 

And fhapely box of all their branching pride 

Ungently ihone, and with prepoflerous (kill 

f Erft, formerly. g Hight, called, named. ^ Dight, dreft. 

To 
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To various beafts and birds of fundiy quUl 

Transfonn'4, Wd b^man (hapes of i|V^8f(»|^ fizj&j: • 

Huge as tl^at ^^t-^a^Q, wl^o, hiU oj{^ l^Q 

High-heaping, fou^t with ixijpiov? vaip > empq^, . 

Deipite of thimd^rilUi; >ff^ tp fcalc; th^ ft^cpy i|^>« 

XIX. 
Alfe other vjoft^fs of the fportivelh^ars 

JFair NatUlFQ ipif-adprning there w^re fpund; 

Glot^eSf ipiral cplufiDqs, pyramids and piers • 

With ipoutin|; urnsand budding ftatues crowq'd; 

And horizontal dials on the ground 

In living \)qx by c\inning artifts tf^p'd ; 

And gallies trim, op no long voyage bound. 

But by their Tppts thjere ever ^cl^Qr'd fail ; 

*■ All were th^lr beUyitig faUs out-ip^ead to eveiy ^aft* 

XX- 

O'er all appe^U'^d the mountain's forked brqw^ 

With terrafles on terrafTes up-thrown; 
And all along arranged in order'd rows, 
And yif^bes broad, the velvet Hopes adown 
The ever verdant trees oiBafhne !(lione. 
But aliens tP the clime, and brought of old 
From Latian plains, and Grecian Helicon^ 
They fhrunk and languiih'd in a foreign mold. 
By changeful fummer jb fl^rv'd, and pinch'd by winter's cold. 

> Emprize, enterprize, attempt. 

^ All> ufed frequently l^y the old Esglifh poett for although. 

B 4 XXI. Amid 
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XXI. . • 

Adrid this verdant grove with folemnr ftate. 
On golden thrones of antique form reclined. 
In naii^uc majefty JViW ^••j7«j fate, ' 

In features various,' as unlike in noind : 
Alfe boafled they themfelves of heav'nly kind. 
And to the fweet FamaJJian Nymphs allied; 
Thence round their brows tbcDeipiic iay they twin'd. 
And, matching with high names their apifh pride, 
0*er every learned Jthaol aye claim'd they to preiide. 

xxn. 

In antique garbs, for modem they difdain'd, 
By Greik and Roman artifls * whilom made. 
Of various woofs, and varioufly diftain*d. 
With tints of every hue, were they array*d ; 
And here and there ambitioufly difplay'd 
A purple fhred of fome rich robe, prepared 
Erft by the Mufis or th* Joman Maid^ 
To deck great TulHus or the Mantuan Bard; 
Which o'er each motley vefl with uncouth iplendor glared. 

xxxin. 

And well their outward vefhire did exprefs 
The bent and habit of their inward mind, 
AfTeding Wildom*8 antiquated drefs. 
And ufages by Time cafl far behind. 

* Whilom, formerly. 

'thence, 
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Thence, to the charms of younger Science bUnd^ 

The cuftojftM, laws, the learning, arts, and phraie, 

Of their own countries they with icom declined ; 

tJeJacred Truth herfelf would they embrace. 

Unwarranted, unknown m their fore-fathers* days. 

XXIV. 
Thus ever backward cafting their forvey ; 

To Rome's old ruins and the groves forlorn 

Of elder Athens^ which in proipe6i lay 

Stretched out beneath the mountain,' would they turn 

Their bufy fearch, and o*er the rubbifh mourn. 

Then gathering up, with fuperfiitious care, 

Each little fcrap, however foul or torn, 

In grave harangues they boldly would declare, 

This EnniuSj Varro; This the Stagyrite did wear. 

XXV. 
Yet, under names of venerable found, 

While o'er the world they ftretchM their awefiil rodj 

Through all the provinces of Learning own*d 

For teachers of whate*er is wife and good. 

Alfe from each region to their " drad abode 

Came youth unnimiber'd, crowding all to tafte 

Ih&Jireams of Science; which united flow*d 

Adown the mounts from nine rich iburces caft ; 

And to the vale below in one rude torrent paisM. 

B Drad, dreadfuL 

XXVI. 0*er 



O'er evciy fource, protecbdsof theftrjeam^ 
One of tKofe Virgin SiJ/ers did.prefi^e; 
Who, dignifying withjh^r noble name 
Her proper flood, aye pourM into the tide 
The heady vapours of ^A'/ig/iV/r/V^ 
Defpotical and ab)e£t, |>oId and biipd, . . 

Fierce in debate, aixd fgrward to de<;idef 
Vain love of praKe, with ^nlaUon join'd, 
^x^ di(ing^m,Kous fcoi«i, anfi ioipotenqe of fnip4« 

xxyij. 

Extending from the hi}! on eveity fide, 
In circuit vaft, a verxlaqt yalley ipread ; 
Acrofs whofe uniform f!^ bqfom glide 
Ten thdufand flreams, in winding mazes led. 
By various fluices from one common head; 
A torbid mafs of waters, va£b, profoimd, 
Hight oi Philology the lake; and fed 
By that rude torrent, which with roaring found 
Came tumbling from the hill, and flow'd the level round. 

xxvm. 

And every where this fpacious. valley o'er, 
Faft by each flream was ieen a numerous throng 
Of beardlefs flriplings to the birch- crown'd ihore^ 
By nurfes, guardians^, fathers dragg'd *long : 



Who 
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Who helplefs, meek, apd innocent of wrongs 

Were torn relu6bnt from the tender fide 

Of their food nxythers, and by ^ faiumn firong^ 

By pow'r made infolent, and hard by pride, 

Were driven with furious rage, and laihM into the tide. 

XXIX. 
On the rude bank with trembling feet they flopd| 

And calling round their oft-reverted eft%^ 

If haply they mote *fcape the hated flood, 

Fill'd all the plain with lamentable cries; 

But far away th' unheeding father flies, 

Conflrain'd his flrong compundtions to repreis ; 

While cloie behind, afl^unung the difguife 

Of nurturing care, and fmiling tendemefs. 

With fecret fcourges ann*d thofe griefly J&iV*«rj prefs. 

XXX. 

As on the fleej^ margin of a brook. 

When the young fim with flowery Meua rides. 
With innocent diimay a bleating flock 
Crowd back, a&ighted at the rolling tides : 
The fhepherd-lwain at firfl: exhorting chides 
Their ^ feely fear; at length impatient grown. 
With his rude crook he wounds their tender fides ; 
And, all regardlefs of their piteous moan. 
Into the dafhing wave compels them fiirious down. 

n Faitour, doer, from fairc to do, and fait deed, commonly ufed by 
Spenfcr in a bad fcnfe. ^ Secly, (imple. 

4 XXXI. Thus, 
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XXXI. 

Thus, urg'd by maft^ring Fear and doProus p Tlwir, 

Into the current plungM that infant crowd. 

Right pitepus was the fpe6tacle, I ween. 

Of tender ftrijdbgs ftain'd with tears and blood. 

Perforce confli(^ing with the bitter flood; 

And labouring to attain the diflant fhore. 

Where holding forth the gomm of manhood flood 

The Jiren Liberty^ and ever-more 

Solicited their hearts with her inch^nting lore. 

XXXII. 
Irkfome and long the paffage was, perplex'd 

With rugged rocks on which the raving tide. 

By fudden burfts of angry tempefts vex'd. 

Oft dafh'd the youth, whofe ftrength mote ill ^bidc 

With head up-lifted o'er the waves to ride. 

Whence many wearied ere they had o'er-paft 

The middle ftream (for they in vain have tried) 

Again return'd ^ abounded and aghaft ; 

Ne one jregardful look would ever backward caft. 

xxxin. 

Some, of a rugged, more enduring frame. 
Their toilfome courie with patient pain purfu'd ; 
And though with many a bruife and ' muchel blame, 
£ft hanging on the rocks, and eft embru'd 

' P Teen, pain^ grief. % AficrtinJed, ailonlihed. ^ Miicb?I> much. 

Deep 
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Deep in the muddy ftream, with hearts fubdu'd 
And quaiiy by labour, gain'd the'fhore at laft, . ; • 
But in life's pra6tice • lear unfldll'd and rude, 
Forth to th^it forkfd bill they filent pac'd. 

Where hid m ihidious fhades their fruitlefs hours they waiOe* 

XXXIV. 
Others of rich and noble lineage bred, 
Though with the crowd to pals the flood conflrainMi 
Yet o'er the crags with fond indulgence led 
By hireling guides and in all depths fufiain'd, ^* - 
Skimm'd lightly o'ar the tide, undipt, unftain'd. 
Save with the fprinkliqg of the wat'xy Ipray : i ; ■ 
And aye their proud prerogative maintain'd, 
Of ignorance and eafe and wanton play, , , 

Soft harbingers of vice^ and premature decay. 

XXXVi 
A few, alas how few ! by heav'n's high will 
With fubtile fpirits endow'd and finews fb:oag» ^ 
^Albe fore" mated by the tempefts flirill, 
Th^t bellowed fierce and rife the rocks amongt- * .., 
By their own native vigour borne along 
Cut bri&iy tiupot^ the waves ; and forces ne\^ 
Gathering from toil, and anjk>iu' firom the throng . ; 
Of rival youths, outftript the labouring crew^ , 

And to the true * Parnate ^ and heav'u-thxon'd |;lory^ .flew^ 

* Lear» learning. t Albe, although. 

«> MatH V^^^9 fearful. x Pftrnafl*e, I^attiaflul. 

XXXVI. Dtrii 
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XXXVI. 
Dire was the tmttiilt, and fh)m every {hore 
Difcdrdant echoes ftruck the deafened ear, 
Heart-thrilling cries, with fobs and f fingiilts lore 

• Short-interrupted, the nnploring tear, 
And furious flripes, and angry threats fevcrc, 
Confus'dly mingled with the jarring found 
c!)^ fan the ^^arious fpeethes that * while-ere 
On SbinarH wide-^read champain did aflound 

High BaheVt builders vain, and their proud works confound. 

xxxvn. 

Much was the Knight eaipafiion'd at the fcenc, 
But more his blooming fon, whofe tender breafl: 
Empierced deep with fympathizing teen 
On his pale cheek the figns of dread imprefs'd, 
And fill'd his eyes with. tears, which fore diflrefs'd 
Up to his fire he rais'd in mournful wife ; 
Who with fWect finiles paternal foon redrefs'd 
His troublous thoughts, and clear'd each fad furmife ; 
Then turilS his xttAf ileed, and on his journey hies. 

xxxvin. 

But fair he had not march*d ere he waf^fiayM 
By a rude voice, that, like th' united found 
Of ihouting myriads, tiirough the vUlley bray*d, 
And fliook tl» gr6ves,' the floods, and folid ground t 

f llaf^ks, figbs. > Whilc-cre, fonnerij. 

^he 
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The diftant hills rebello^vM all around. 

" Arreft, 1^ Kkigbf^ it cried, thy fond careJKr, 

•* Nor with prefumptuoxis difobediencc wound 

** That awe^ ftajefty Which all rfei^ere ! 
•* In my commaittdi. Sir Knight^ the voice of nations hear !'* 

XXXIX, 

Q^iick turnM the Knight, and fawnpon the plain. 

Advancing tow'rds him with iitipetnons gate. 

And vifage all inHamM With fierce difdain, 
. A monftrous Gl AM t, on whbfe brow elate 

Shone the bright enfign of imperial (late ; 

Albeit lawful jcingdom he had not>e ; 

But laws and Idngdoms wofiriie oft create, \ 

And <rft*f imJe* 6v^r bbth ^reia his throne, 
Whlfeftnate,J)fKftS, and kings, his *fov'ran fceptrc timu 

XL 

CusToi^ fee hl^t ; 4ttd Sijre in evfefy land 

Ufurp'd d<5fiilh1ou with defpotic ^vay 

O'er all he holds ; and to his high command 

Cofiftfaifi^'ef^'ftobborn Nmre to obey ; 

Whom diipoflefling oft, he doth aflay 

To g6vem m her fight : iUid with a pace 

So foft and gtSitl^ doth h^ wiii his my, 

That five uifcirai^s is caUght ill his embrace, ^ 
Aodtho^'de^er'd^d thlrdTdltfottght feels her ifbul dif- 
{caoe* . ' 

.'•' . XLl. Four 
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For nurtVing, even frqm their tend'reft age, j 

The 4oc^e fons of men withouten pain, , 

By difciplines and rules to every ftage 

Of life accommodate, he doth them train 

• ■ ■ -J , 

Infeniibly to wear and hug his <:hain« 
Alii his behpfts or gentle; or fevere^ 
Or good or noxious, ratjQnal or vain. 
He craftily perfuades them to rovere,.. 
As inftitutions.fage, ^and venerable iear. 

xLii. ; 

Protestor tiierefore of that^ri#^/&/i7, 

And mighty patron of thofe lifters Nine, 

Who there enthroned, wih many a copiouu rill. 

Feed the full ftrcams, that tlu-ough the valley fhine,, 

He deemed was ; and aye with rites divine, 

* Like thofe which Sparti^% hardy race of yore 

Where wont perform at fell Diana*s flirine, . . 

He doth conflraih his vafials to adore 

Perforce their facred xiaiiz^es, and leam their facied lore. 

XLHI, 

And to the Fairy glNiOHT now drawing near, 

With voice terrific and. imperious mi^n,. 

(All was he wont left dreadful to app^ar^... 

When known and pra<£tifed than at d^taiibe feen) 

•-•■•■•' And 

^ The Lacedemonians, in order to mike their children liardyi a«d 
endure pain with conftaocy and .courage^ wtr^accuftomcd tocauie them 
to be fconrged very feverely. And 1 myfelf (fays Plutarch^ in hit Life 

of 
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And kingly ftretchrng forth his fceptre Ihccn, ' 
Him he connitiancl^th, upon threatened pain 
Of his di(pleafure high and vengeance keen. 
From his rebellious pnrpofe to refrain, 

.And all due honours pay to Learning*^ reverend train. 

XLIV. 
So faying, and forcftalling all reply. 
His peremptory hand without delay^ 

. As one who little cared to juftify 

His princely will, long U8*d to boundlcfs fway. 

Upon the Fahy Touth with great difmay 

In every quaking limb convulsed he lay'd : 

And proudly flalking o'er the verdant <^ lay, / ^ 

Him to xho^tjcientificjireams convey 'd, 

With many his young compeers therein to be <* cmbay'd. 

XLV. 
The Knight h's tender fon*s diftrefsful* flour 
Perceiving, fwitt to his affiftance fiew : 
Ke vainly llay'd to deprecate that pow'r, 
Which ^m fubmillion aye more haughty grew. 
For that proud Giant's force he wifely knew. 
Not to be meanly dreaded, nor defy'd 
With ra(h preAimption ; and with courage true. 
Rather than ftep from Virtue's paths afide, 

Oft had he iingly fcom'dhis alUdifmaying pride. 

of LycurgQft) have feen feveral of them endure whipping to death, at 
the foot of the alur of Diana furnamed Orthia. 

c Lay, mead. ^ Emba/'dj bathed, dipt. « Scour, troubIr^> 

nisfonune, &c« 

Vox. IV. C XLVI. And 
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XLVI. 

And now, difdaining parle, his courfer.hot 
He fiercely prick'd, and couch'd his vengeful fpear f 
Whcre-with the Giant he fo nidely fmot. 
That him perforce conftrain'd to ^ wend arrear. 
Who, much abafh'd at fuch rebuke fevere, 
Yet his accuflom'd pride recov'ring foon, 
Forth-with his mafly fceptre 'gan up-rear ; 
For other warlike weapon he had none, 

Ne other him behoved to quell his boldcft g fone. 

XLVII. 
With that enormous mace the Fairy Knight 
^ fore he *» bet, that all his armour bray'd, 
To pieces well-nigh riven with the might 
Of fo tempeftuous Urokes ; but He was ftay'd. 
And ever with deliberate valour weigh'd 
The fudden changes of the doubtful fray ; 
From cautious prudence oft deriving aid. 
When force unequal did him hard alTay : 

So lightly from his fleed he leapt upon the lay. 

XLVIII. 
Then fwiftly drawing forth his * trenchant blade. 
High o'er his head he held his fencelcfs Ihield ; 
And warily fore»-cafling to evade 
The Giant's furious arm, about him whcel'd 

f Wend arrear, move backwards. g Fonc, foes. 

^ Bv.t, beat ; bray'd, refoundcd, » Trenchant, cutting. 
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With reftlefs ftcps aye traveriing the field. 

And ever ^s his foe's intemperate pride, 

Through rage defencelefs, mote advantage yield, 

With his (harp fword fo oft he did him ^ gride. 
That his gold-fandai'd feet in crimfon floods were dyed, 

XLIX. 

Efis bafer parts he matm'd with many a woipd ; 

But for above his utmoft reach were * pight 

The forts of life : ne ever to confound 

With utter ruin, and abolifh quite 

A power fo puiflant by his fingle might 

Did he prefun^e to hope : Himfelf alone 

From lawlefe force to free, in bloody fight 

He ftood ; content to bow^ to Custom's throne^ 
So Reason mote not bluih his fov'ran rule to owu* 

L. 

So well he warded,^ and fo fiercely prefe'd 

His foe, that weary wex'd he of the fray ; 

Yet °* nould he algates lower his haughty creft ; 

But maiking in contempt his fore difinay, 

Difdainfully releas'd the trembling prey, 

As one unworthy of his princely care ; 

Then proudly cafting on' the warlike ^ fay 

A finile of fcom and pity, through the air • 
'Gan blow his fhrilHng horn ; the blaft was heard afer. 

k43rid«r, cut, hack. 1 Pight, placed. m Nould he algates, 

Would not by any means. » Fay, fairy. 

C a LI. Eft- 
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LI. 

Eftfoons adonifti'd at th' alarming found. 
The lignal of diflrefs and hoftile wrong, 
Confufedly trooping from all quarters round. 
Crime pouring o'er the plain a numerous throng 
Of every fex and order, old and young; 
The vaflals of great Custom's wide domain, 
Who to his lore inur'd by iifage long, 
His every fummons heard with pleaiiire fain. 

And lelt his every wound with lympathetic paia, 

Lll. 
They, when their bleedmg king they did behold. 
And faw an armed Knight him ftanding near. 
Attended by that Palmer fage and bold, 
Whofe vent'rous fearch of devious Truth while-cre 
Spread through the realms of Learning horrors drear, 
Y-feizcd were at firft with terrors great ; 
And in their boding hearts began to fear 
DifTention fadious, controverfial hate. 

And innovations (Irange in Custom's peaceful ftatc. 

LUI. 
But when they faw the Knight his fauchon iheathe^ 
And climbing to his fleed march thence away, 
W ith all his hoftile train, they 'gan to breathe 
With freer fpirit, and with alj^ect gay 
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Soon chaced the gathering clouds of black affrny, 
Alfe their great monarch, cheiM'ed with the view 
Of myriads, who confefs his fov'ran fway, 
His ruiBed pride began to plume anew ; 

And on his bugle clear a ftrain of triumph blew. 

LIV. 
There-at the multitude, that Hood around, 
Sent up at once a univerfal roar 
Of boiflerous joy : the fudden-burfling found. 
Like the exploHon of a warlike ftore 
Of nitrous grain, th' afflided ^ welkin tore. 
Then turning towards the Knight, with fcoffings lewd. 
Heart -piercing infults, and revilings fore. 
Loud burfls of laughter vain, and hifles rude, 

As through the throng he pafs'd, his parting fleps purfued. 

LV, 
Alfe from th^t/orkeJ hill^ the boafled feat 
Of ftudious Peace and mild Fbllojophy^ 
Indignant murmurs mote be heard to threat, 
Muftcring- their rage ; eke baleful Infanty^ 
Rouz'd from her den of bafe obfcurity 
By thofe fame Maidens Nine^ began to ibund 
Her brazen trump of black'ning obloquy : 
While Satire, with dark clouds encompaft round, 

Sliarp, fecret arrow3 ihot, and aim'd his back to wound. 

•Welkin, Iky, 

C 3 LVL But 
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LVI. 
But the brave Fairy Knight, no whit difmay*d. 
Held on his peaceful journey o'er the plain ; 
With curious eye obferving, as he ftray'd 
Through the wide provinces of Custom's reign, 
What mote afrefli admonifh him remain 
Fa ft by his virtuous purpofe ; all around 
So many objedls mov'd his juft difdain. 
Him feem'd that nothing ferious, nothing fount} 

Jn city, village, bow'r, or caftle mote be found. 

LVII. 
In village, city, caftle, bow'r, and hall, 
Each fex, each age, each order and degree, 
To vice and idle fport abandoned all. 
Kept one perpetual general jubilee. 
Ne fufter'd aught difturb their merry glee ; 
Ne fenfc of private lofs, ne public woes, 
Reftraint of law. Religion's drad decree, 
Inteftine defolation, foreign foes. 

Nor heav'n's tempeftuout threats, nor earth's convuliiv^ 
throws. 

LVIII. 
But- chiefly they whom Heav'n's difpoiing hand 
Had feated high on Fortune's upper ftage. 
And plac'd within their call the lacred band 
That waits on Nurture and Inftpidion fagc. 
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If happy their wife p hefts mote them engage 

To climb through knowledge to more noble praiie, 

And as they mount, enlighten every age 

With the bright influence of fair Virtue's rays, 

Which from the aweful heights of Grandeur brighter blaze- 

LIX. 
They, O perverfe and bafe ingratitude ! 

Dcfpifing the great ends of Providence, 

For which above their mates they were endued 

With wealth, authority, and eminence, 

To the low fervices of brutal fenfe , 

Abufed the means of pleafures more refined. 

Of knowledge, virtue, and beneficence; 

And, fettering on her throne th' immortal mind. 
The guidance of her realm to paflions wild refigned* 

LX- 

Hence t hough tleis, ihamelefs, recklefs, ipirit.lefs. 

Nought worthy of their kind did they aflay; 

But, or benumb'd with palfied Idlcnefs 

In raeerly living loiter 'd life away ; 

Or by falfe tafte of pleafure led aftray, 

For-eyer wand'ring in the fenfual bow'rs 

Of feverifli Debauch, and luflful Play, 

Spent on ignoble toils their^(flive pow'rs, 
And with untimely blafts difeas'd their vernal hours. 

f H€fts, bchcfls, precepts, commandi. 
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LXL 
Ev"*n they, to whom kind Nature did accord 
A frame more delicate, and purer mind. 
Though the foul brothel and the wine-ftain'd board 
Of beaftly Cumus loathing they declin'd, 
Yet their foft hearts to idle joys refign'd ; 
Like painted infeds, through the fummer-air 
With random flight aye ranging unconfin'd ; 
And tailing every flower and bloflbm fair, 

Withouten any choice, withouten any care. 

LXII. 
For choice them needed none, who only fought . 
"With vain amufements to beguile the day ; 
And wherefore fliould they take or care or thought. 
Whom Nature prompts, and Fortune calls to play ? 
•* Lords of the earth, be happy as ye may !" 
So learn'd, fo taught the leaders of mankind ; 
Th' unrcafoning vulgar willingly obey, 
And, leaving toil and poverty behind. 

Ran forth by different ways the blifsful boon to find. 

Lxm. 

Nor tedious was the fearch ; for eveiy where, 
As nigh great Custom's royal tow*rs the Knight 
Pafs'd through th' adjoining hamlets, mote he hear 
The n&crry voice of feftival Delight 
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Saluting the return of morning bright 
With matin-revels, by the mid-day hours 
Scarce ended ; and again with dewy night, 
In cover'd theatres, or leafy bow'rs, 
Offering her evening -vows to Pkafureh joyous pow'rs. 

LXIV. 
And e\^r on the way mote he cfpy 
Men, women, childreh, a promilcuous throng 
Of rich, poor, wife and iimple, low and high. 
By land, by water, pafllng aye along 
With mummers, antics, mullc, dance and fong. 
To Plcafures numerous temples, that belide 
The gliilening ftreams, or tufted groves among, 
To every idle foot flood open wide, 
And every gay defire with various joys fupplicd. 

LXV, 

For there each heart with divers charms to move 

> 

The fly inchantrefs fummoned all her train : 
Alluring Fenusy queen of vagrant love, 
The boon companion Bacchus loud and vain, 
And tricking Hermes^ god of fraudful gain. 
Who, when blind Fortune throws, directs. the die, 
And PJjoebus tuning his foft Lydian flram 
To wanton motions, and the lover's figh, 
And thought -beguiling (liCw, and malking reveliy* 
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LXVI. 
Unmeet afTociates there for noble youtli, 
Who to true honour meaneth to afpire : 
And for the works of virtue, faith, and truth 
Would keep his manly faculties entire. 
The which avizing well, the cautious fire 
From that iohjiren land of PUafaunce vain, 
With timely hafle was minded to retire, 
^Or ere the fweet contagion mote attain 
His ibn*s unpradtisM heart, yet free from vicious ftain, 

Lxvn. 

So turning from the beaten road afide. 
Through many a devious path at length he paced. 
As that cxperienc'd Palmer did him guide, 
*TiII to a mountain hoare they come at laft ; 
Whofe high-rais'd brows, with filvan honours graced, 
Majeftically frown'd upon the plain. 
And over all an aweful horrour caft ; 
Secm'd as thofe villas gay it did difdain. 
Which fpangled all the vale like Florah painted train, 

LXVIU. 
The hill afcended ftrait, ere-while they came 
To 2 tall grove, whofe thick-embow'ring fliade. 
Impervious to the fun's meridian flame, • 
JLy*n at midnoon a dubious t^vilight made ; 

^ Or ere, before. 

Lik 
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V 

like to that fobey light, which difarray'd 

.Of all its gorgeous robe, with blunted beams. 

Through windo\YS dim with holy adls pourtrayM, 

Along fome cloi^r'd abby faintly gleams, 

Abftra6ting the ra)^t thought from vain carth-mufing 

themes. \^ 

tXIX. 

Beneath this high o'er-archTng^ canopy 

vOf clufl'ring oaks, a filvan colonnade, 

Aye lift'ning to the native melody 

Of birds fweet -echoing through the lonely fliade. 

On to the centre of the grove they ftray'd; 

Which, in a fpacious circle opening roimd, 

Within its Yhelt'ring artns fecurely laid, 

Difclos'd to fudden view a vale profound, 
With Nature's artlefs fmiles and tranquil beauties crown*d, 

LXX. 

There, on the bafis of an ancient pile, 

Whofe crofs furmounted fpire o'erlook'd the wood, 

A venerable Matron they ere -while 

Difcover'd have, be fide a murm'rin«T: flood 

Reclining in right (ad and penfive mood. 

Retir'd within her own abftradted breaft. 

She feem'd o'er various woes by turns to brood. 

The which her changing chear by tnrns exprcft, 
Nv)w glowing with difdain, with grief now ' over-keft. 

r Ovcr-kcft, for over-caft. 

I . LXXI. Hc7 
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LXXI. 

Her thus immers'd in anxioiis thought profound 

When-as the Kti'ght perceived, he nearer drew ; 

To weet what bitter bale did her aftound, 

And whence th' occafion of her anguifh grew. 

For that right noble Matron well he knew ; 

And many perils huge, and labours fore 

Had for her fake endur'd ; her vaiTal true, 

Train'd in her love, and pradiced evermore 
Her honour to refped, and reverence her lore. 

LXXII. 

O deareft drad ! he cried, fair '^Jland queen ! 

Mother of heroes I emprejl of the main ! 

What means that ftormy brow of troubles teen ? 

• Sith heav*n-bom Feace^ with all her fmiling train 

Of fciences and arts, adorns thy reign 

With wealth and knowledge, fplendour and renown ? 

Each port how throng'd ! how fruitful every plain ! 

How blithe the country I and how gay the town ! 
While Liberty fecures and heightens every boon ! 

LXXIII. 

Awakcn'd from her trance of penfive woe 

By thcfe fair flattering words, flic rais'd her head ; 

And bending on the Knight her frowning brow, 

Mock'fl thou my forrows, Fany^s Son ? fhc faid 

s Sith, fince. 

6 Or 
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Or is thy judgment by thy heart milled 
To deem that certain, which thy hopes fugged? 
1 o deem them full of life and ^ luftihead, 
Whofe cheeks in Hebe*s vivid tints are dreft, 
And with Jny*s carelefs mien, and dimpled fmiles impreft ? 

LXXIV. 

Thy imfulpec^ing heart how nobly good 

I know, how fanguine in thy country's caufe ! 

And mark'd thy virtue, iingly how it flood 

Th' affaults of mighty Custom, which o'er-awcs 

The faint and timorous mind, and oft withdraws 

From Reafi)n*s lore the ambitious and the vain 

By the fweet lure of popular applaule, 

Againft their better knowledge, to maintain 

The lawlefs throne of l^ice^ or Folly\ childifh reignt 

LXXV. 
How vaft his influence ! how wide his fway ! 

Thy felf ere-while by proof didft undcrftand : 

And few'ft, as through his realms thou took'ft thy way. 

How Vict and Feify had o'er-fpread the land. 

And can'ft thou then, O Fairy^s Sony demand 

The reafon of my woe ? or hope to eafe 

The throbbings of my heart with fpeeches bland, 

And words more apt my forrows to increafe, * 

The once dear names of Wealthy and Liberty ^ and Peace? 

t Luftihead, ftrong health, vigour. 

Lxx\n:. PcM^ 
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LXXVI. 
Peacej Wealthy and Liberty^ that noblcfl boon. 

Are bleflings only to the w^ and good. 

To weak and vicious minds their worth unknown,- 

And thence abufed but ferve to furnifh food 

For riot and debauch, and fire the blood 

With high-fpiced luxury ; whence ftrife, debate. 

Ambition, envy, Fa6tion's vip'rous brood, 

Contempt of order, manners profligate ; 

The iymptoms of a foul, difeafed, and bloated ftate. 

Lxxvn. 

Ev*n Wit and Genius^ with their learned train 
Of Arts and Mufes, though from heav'n above 
Defcended, when their talents they prophane 
To varnifli folly, kindle wanton love, 
And aid excentric fceptic Pride to rove 
Beyond ccgUftial Trutb'^s attra£Hve fphere. 
This moral Jyfiem^s central fun^ aye prove 
To their fond votaries a curfe fevere. 
And only make mankind more obflinately err. 

Lxxvni. 

And ftand my fons herein from cenfure clear ? 
Have they confider'd well, and underftood 
The ufe and import of thofe bleflings dear. 
Which the great Lj>rd cf Nature hath beftow*d 
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As well to prove, as to reward the good ? 

Whence are thefe torrents then, thefe billowy iea» 

Of vice, in which, as in his proper flood, 

The fell leviathan licentious plays. 

And upon fhip-wreck!d faith, and (inking virtue pr^? 

LXXIX. 
To you, ye Noble, Opulent, and Great ! 

With friendly voi<^ I call, and honeft zeal ! 

Upon your vital influences wait 

The health and (icknefs of the common-weal; 

The maladies you caufe, yourfelves muft heal* 

In vain to the unthinking harden'd crowd 

Will Truth and Reafon make their juft appeal ; 

In vain will facred Wifdom cry aloud ; 

And Jujiice drench in vain her vengeful fword in blood. 

LXXX. 
With you muft reformation firft take place: 

You are the head, the intellectual mind 

Of this vaft body politic ; whofe bafe, 

And vulgar limbs, to drudgery confignM, 

All the rich flores of Science have refign'd 

To You, that by the craftfman's various toil. 

The fea-worn mariner, and fvveating hind. 

In peaee and aflluencc maintain'd, the while 

You, for yourlelves and them, may drels the mental fiiiL 
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LXXXI. • . 

Bethink yon then, my children, of the truft 

In you repos'd ; ne let your heav'n-born mind 

Confume in pleafure, or unadive mil ; 

But nobly roufe you to the talk affignM, 

The godlike talk to teach and mend ^lankind : 

Learn, that ye may inftruft : to virtue lead 

Yourfelves the way : the herd will croud behind. 

And gather precepts from each wbrthy deed : 

•* Example is a lellbn, that all men can read.'* 

LXXXII. 

But if (to All or Moft 1 do not fpeak) 

]n vain and fenfual habits now grown old, 

The ftrong Circaan charm yoU cannot break. 

Nor re-aflume at will your native « mould, 

Yet envy not the Hate, you could not hold, 

And take compaffion on the riling age : 

In them redeem your errours manifold ; 

And, by due difcipline and nurture fage, 

In Virtue's lore betimes your docile fons engage. 

LXXXIIL 
You chiefly, who like me in I'ecret mourn 

The prevalence of Custom lewd and vain-; 

And you, who, though by the rude torrent borne 

iJnwillingly along you yield with paia 

« MquIcI^ Ibape, form* 
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% his beheftf, and a6l what you difdalilj 
Vef ik)uri(h in your hearts the geiiyous lovi 
bf piety arid truth, lio mdr^ rcftrain 
The mahly zeal ; biit all yt)iir (inews liioVe 
The prefent to reclaim, the fiifuf e face improve ! 

Eftfoons bjf ybiif joirit tSorti fliall be quell'd 
Yon haughty Giantj who fb j[)rbiidly fwafi 
A fceptre by re|)ute alotie upheld; 
Who where he cannot di£bte ftrait dbeys. 
Accuflo'm'd to conform his flattering phrafe 
To numbers and high-placM authority, 
Your party he will jbiri, youf* maxims piraife, 
And, dravtrihg after all his mehi^ fry, 
8bon tea£h the general voice yoiit* a£t to f atify. 

LXXXV. 

Ne for th' atchieVemetit df thi§ gr^t emprlze 

The want bf means or tbiiriiel th^y ye dread ; 
From my TWin-Dau&hters^ fruitful wombs fhall riliil 
A race of lettered fages j deeply rea^ 
In Lcarmng's various Writ t by whom y-led 
Through each well-dilttir*ct plot^ each beauteous grove^ 
Where anii^e Wifiom whilom i&vront tb trcad^ 
With mingled glee and profit may ye rove. 
And cuU each virtiiotis plant, eadi tree of knbwledje {)r6ve« 
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LXXXVI. 

Yourfelves with virtue thus and knowledge fraught - 

Of what, in ancient days of good or great 
Hiftorians, bards, philofophers liave taught ; 
Join'd with whatever elfe of modem date 
Maturer Judgement, fearch more accurate, 
Difcover'd have of Nature, Man, and God, 
May by new laws reform the time-worn ftatc 
Of cell -bred difcipline, and imoothe the road 
That leads thro' Learnin^% vale to Wifdowt^ bright abode* 

LXXXVIL 

By you invited to her fecret bow'rs. 

Then (liall YmtAk reafcend her throne 

With vivid laurels g^rt, and fragrant fipw'rs; 

While from their forhd mount defcending dowa 

Yon fupercilious pedant train fhall own 

Her empire paramount, ere long by Her 

Y-taught a leflbn in their fchools unknown, 

. *' To Learning ^ richeft treafurcs to prefer 

** The knowledge of the loorld, and man* s great hxjmefs there/* 

LXXXVIIL 
On this prime fcience, as the final end 

Of all her difcipline, and niutiu'ing care, 

Her eye PiEDiA fixii^g aye Ihall bend 

Her every thought and effort to prepare 
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tter tender pupils for the various wai*. 

Which Fice and Fo/ly fliall upon them wage^ 

As on the perilous march 6f life they fare j 

With pniderit lore fore*arming every age 

^Gainft Pkafm-e*t treacherous jOysj andP^w's embattlcdfage. 

LXXXIXi 
Then flijall my youthful fons, toWlfdomled 

fiy fair example and ingenuous praife^ 

With wUllng feet the paths of Duty tread, 

Through the world*s intricate or nigged ways 

Conducted by Religion* s facred rays, 

Whofe foul-in^ngot'ating influence 

Shall pui-ge their minds froiti all impute allayis 

Of fordid felfilhnefs and brutal fenfe. 

And fw«U th* ennobled heart with blefl benevolence* 

XCi 
Then alfo fhall this tmhhmatic pile^^ 

By magic whilom framM to fympathize 

With all the fbrtiines of this ehangeful ifle; 

Still as my fons in fame and virtue rife. 

Grow with their growth^ and to th' applauding ikictd 

Its radiant crois up-Uft i the while to grace 

The mukipfying niches^ frefli fupplies 

Qi worthies (hall fucceed^ with equal pace 

Aye £:dlowing their /r^i in virtue^s glorious race* 
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Fird with th* i<lea of her future fame, 

She rofc majeftic from her lowly fled ; 

While from her vivid eyes a fparkling flame 

Out-beaming, with unwonted light o'erlpread 

That monumental pile j and ^ her head 

To every front Ihe turti'd, difcover'd round 

The venerable forms of heroes dead ; 

Who for their various merit erft renownM, 

In this bright /ane of glory fhrines of honour found* 

XCIL 
On tbe/e that royal dame her ravifliM eyes 

Would often ftaft : and ever as £he fpy'd 

Forth itdm the gtound the length ningJiruBure rife 

With nrM^plac^dJiatues deck'd on every fide, 

Her parent-breaft would fwell with genVous pride. 

And now with her in that fequefterM plain. 

The Kntght awhile conflraining to abide^ 

^he to the Fmry Youth with pleafure fain 

T!hx2/k/culptur^dchi(fi did fhew, and their great liv^s explain ^« 

X Gnea lives e^ipldiriJ] Icdtnnot forl>ear taking occafion from thefe word^ 
to make my acknowledgments to th6 writers dfthe Siograpbia Sritamtkaf 
for the pleafure and profit Iliave lately receired froih perufing the two firft 
volumes of that efcfdl and lefiertftining work, of which the rmnuHiemal 
firufture above-mentionedy decorated with the ilatues of great and |W 
men> is no improper emblem. This workywhich contains thclivesoftbe mojl 
eminent ferforis, who have flour j/hed in Great Britain and Ireland, from the 
earfiefl ages down to tbeprcjent time^ appears to me, as Far as it has hitherto 
£one> to bf exccuied with gKht/pirkfaceuracy, ^tid judgment t and dcftrvesf 

m 
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bay opinion, to be encouraged by ally who have it heart the honoujr 

of their country^ and that of their particular families and friends; and 

vho can any ways allill the ingenious and laborious authors, to render as 

perfect as poflible, a defign fo apparently calculated to ferye the public^ 

by fetting in the trueft and fulleft light the chara^ers of perfons already 

gcnerallv, though perhaps too indiftin£tly known; and retrieving from 

obfcurfty and oblivion examples of private ^n4 retired mept, which> 

though lefs glaring and oftentatious than the formeri are not, howeveri 

of a lefs extenlive or lefs beneficial influence. To thofe, who may hap* 

pen not to hare /een this repofitory of Britifh glory, I cannot giyc • 

l^^^r i4pa of it| thap ifi the fojlowing lines of yir^il: 

Hie manus oh p^triam pugnando yulijera paflij 
Q^ic^tfacerdotes cafti, dum vita manebat ; 
Qjiique pii vates & Phcehodigna locuti; 
Jnventas aut qui *vitam excoluere per artat 
Quique^i mcmores ajioj fecerc merendo^ 

Virg. iEn. L, 6^ 

The Epd Qf the FiRf T CANTO; 
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i^^i •*% /> •** j^i'''fc/%^%rfW'i«'wi#^#*'W*«N^^ 

P E N S H U R S T\ 

INBCRIBED TO 

WILLIAM P E R R Y, Efq; 

A N I> 

The Honourable Mrs. Elizabeth Perry S 
By Mr, Francis Cqventry*^. 

GENIUS of Penfliurft old! 
Who faw*ft the birth of each immortal oak. 
Here facred from the ftroke j 
And all thy tenant}} of yon turrets bold, 

. < Near Tonbridge* The name of this fea( denotes its fituation to be 
in a woody country, which is the extremity of the Weald of l(ent ; tQ 
which Mr. WaUer has alluded. 

Embroider*d fo with ^ow'rs where (he flood^ 
That it became a garden of a wood. 

In the reign of King Edward the Vlth, it was forfeited to the Grown 
by it$ former proprietor ; and granted by that prince to Sir William 
Sidney, Lord Chamberlain of his Houlhold. 

*> One of the co-heireflTcs of the Sidney family, niece to the laft Earl 
of Leicefter, and married to William Perry Efquire. 

« Reftor of Edgware, and author of the Adventures of Pompey the 
Little, He dx^d of the fmall-pox about the year 1759. 

Infpir'Il 



Infpir*il to arts or amis ; 

Where ^ Sidney his Arcadian landfcape drew, 

Genuine from thy Doric view ; 

And patriot ^ Algernon unfhaken rofc 

Above infulting foes ; 

And Saccbariflfa ^nurs'd her angel charms ; 

O fufFer me with fobcr tread 

To enter on thy holy ihade ; 

Bid faioothly-gliding Medway iland, 

And wave his ledgy treflcs bland, 

A ftranger let him kindly greet. 

And pour his urn beneath my fcet« ' 

And fee wherf Peny opes his door 

To land me on the focial floor ; 

^ Sir Philip Sidney, i « Algernon Stdne^r'* 

f Lady Dorothy Sidney, cidcft daughter of Robert Earl of Leicefler. 
In the year 1639 (he was married to Henry Lord Spencer, created Earl 
of Sunderland by King Charles I. in whofe caufe, a little more than 
four years after his marriage, he was (lain at the battle of Newberry 
before he had compjeated the a 3d year of his age. She afterwards mar- 
ried Robert Smythe £fq. of Bounds in Kent; and, having furvired her 
firft lord about 40 years, (he was buried in the fame vault with him at 
firinton in Nonhamptdnihire, on the 25th of Feb. 1683. Mr. Fenton 
obfenres, that the name SacchariiTa, which Waller gave her, recalls to 
mind what is related of the Turksy who in their gallantries think 
Sucar Btrpardf i. e. bit of fugar, to be the moft polite and endearing 
compllii^ent they can ufe to the ladies. 
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|»Tpr does the heirefs of thefe fliades deny 
Tp bpnd her brigl^t n^j^ftic eye, 
Where Beauty ihinps, and FriencUhip wgnn| 
And Honour in a female form. 
With them in aged grpves tq walk, 
And lofe my tbou^^s in artlefs t^dk^ 
I (hun the voice of Party loud, 
J ihun loofe Pleafure's idle crqivd, 
And mopkifh .academic cell. 
Where Science only feigns to dwell, 
And court, where fpeckled Vanity . 
Apes her tricks in. tawdiy die. 
And fhifts eaph hour her t^fel hue^. 
jptill furbelpw'd in follies hew. 
Here Nature no diftortioi} wears. 
Old Truth retains his filver hairs^ 
And Chaftity her matron ftep, 
And purple Health hef rofy lip. 
Ah ! on the virgin's geptle brow 
How Innocence delig|its to glow ! 
Unlike the town-:dame*s haughty air^ 
The fcornful eye aqd h^rlpt^s flare | 
But bending piild the bafhful frout^ 
As modeft Ff ar is ever wont ; 
8hepherde{Ies fuch of old, 
Doric bards enamour'd told. 
While the pleas-d Arcadian vale 
£c:ho'd the enchanting tal^. 
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But chjcf of Virtuc^s lovely txain, 
^ pcniive e^le on the plain, 
Kio longer aQiye now to wield 
Th* avenging fword, prote^ing fhieM^ 
Here thoughtful -walking Liberty 
Remembers Britons once were free. 
With her would Nobles old converfeji 
And learn her dictates to rehearfe. 
Ere yet they grew refin'4 tp hate 
The hofpitable rurij fe^t, 
Tlie fpacioi^s hall with tenants ftor'd, 
Wl^ere Mirth apd Plenty crowned the bpard; 
pre yet their flares they forfook. 
And loft the g^ nuii^e Britifh look, 
The coxjfcious b^o^y of inward merit, 
The rough, unbending, martial fpirit| 
To clink the cbaiji gf ThraI4oBa ^y^ 
And court-idolatry to pay; 
To live ii) city imoak^ obfcure, 
Where niorn np'er waljfes Ijer bree^jcs pure^ 
Where darkeft midnight reigns a^ noon^ 
^d fogs eterfial blot th^ iun^ 

But come, the minutes flit away* 
And eager Fancy longs to firay : 
pome, friendly Genius ! lead me round 
Thy fylvan haunts and magic grounci ; 
J^oipt .every fpot of hill or dale. 
And tell mc^ as w^ tread the vale, 

«*He» 
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•* Here mighty Dudky once would rote, 
** To plan his triumphs in the groTC : 
•* There loofer Waller, ever gay, 
** With Sa(idia]fif3 in dalliance lay?, 
•* And Philip, fide-long yonder fpring, 
** His lavifh carols wont to fing." 
Hark ! I hear the echoes call. 
Hark \ the rulhing waters fall ; 
Lead me to the green retreats. 
Guide me to the Mufes* feats. 
Where ancient bards retirement choie, 
Or aAcient lovers wept their woes. 
What Genius points to yonder ^ oak ? 
What rapture does my foul provoke ? • • 



There 



f It win be (carce neceflary to obfcrrcy that this fcandal is totally 
dkftitvte of truth. 

fc An oak in Pcnfhurft-park, planted the day Sir Philip Sidney waa 
ham, of which Ben Jonfon fpeaks in the following manner: 

That taller t^ee, which of a nut was fet. 
At Kl» great birth, where all the Mufes met. 

Waller in his lines on PenA^orfty fays. 

Go, boy, and carve this paflion on the bark 
Of that old tree, which ftands the facrcd mark 
Of noble Sidney's birt h 
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There let me hang a garland high', "- 

There let my Mufelier accents try; 

Be there my earlieft hpmage paid. 

Be there my lateft vigils made : 

For thou wafl planted in the earth 

The Day that fhone on Sidney's birth. 

That happy ifime, that glorious day 

The Mufcs came in concert gay ; 

With harps in tune, and ready fong, 

The jolly Chorus tript along ; 

In honour of th' aufpicious morn, 

To hail ai\ infant genius bom : 

Next came the Fawns in order meet, ' • 

The Satyrs ne^s^t with cloven feet, 

It has been reported that this oak was cut down in »768> by the late 
Algernon Sidney Efq; But another writer^ Mr. Hafled, fpeaks of it as 
yet ilanding. The following iafcription for it was written hy Mr. 
CoTcntry : 

Stranger, kneel here ! to age due homage pay! 
When great Eliza held Britannia's fway 
My growth began — the fame illuflrious mom, 
Joy to the hour ! faw gallant Sidney born; 
Sidney, thevdarling of Arcadia's fwains ! 
Sidney, the terror of the martial plains ! 
He pcrifli'd early j I juft ftay behind 
An hundred years^ and lo ! my cleftcd rind. 
My wither'd boughs, foretell deftruAion nigh ; 
We all are mortal ; oaks and heroes die. 

3 * The 
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The Diyads fwift that ro^m the woods. 
The Naiads grceq that fwim the floods ; 
Sylvanus left his filcnt cave, 
Mcdway came dropping from the wave | 
Vertumnus led his blufhing fpoiife. 
And Ceres ihook her wheaten brov^s; 
And Mars with milder look was there^ 
And laughing V^^ns grac'd the rear. 
They join'd t];||eir hands in feflive dance. 
And bade the imiling babe advance ; 
Each gave a gift ; Sylvanus laii: 
Ordain'dy when aU the pomp was pafi:| 
Memorial m^t, a tree to grow 
Which might to futiu^e ages fli0W| 
That on fele6l occafion rare, 
A troop of Gods aifembled there : 
The Naiads watcr'd well the groupd ; 
And Flora twm'd a wood-bine round ; 
The tree fpning fall in hallow'd earthjj 
Co-aeval with th* illuflrious birth. 

Thus let my feet unwearied ilray ; 
Nor fatisfied with one fur\'ey, 
When morn returns with doubtfiil light, 
And Phoebe pales her lamp of night. 
Still let me wander forth anew. 
And print my footlteps on the dew. 
What time the iwain with ruddy cheet( 
Fiepoics to yoke his oxen meek^ 
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And early dreft in neat array 
The milkpmstid chanting fixrill her lay^ 
Comes abroad with milking pail ; 
And the found of diflant flail 
Gives the ear a rough good-morroir^ 
And the lark from out his furrow 
Soars upright on matin wings. 
And at the gate of heaven tings. 

But when the fun with fervid ray 
Drives upwards to his noon of dajr^ 
And couching oxen lay them down 
Beneath the beechen umbrage bVown; 
Then let me wander in the hall. 
Round whole antique^'vifag'd wall . 
Hangs the armour Britons wore, 
Rudely call in days of yore. 
Yon fword fome hero's arm might wield^ 
Red in the ranks of C/joIgrav/s field. 
Where evef -glorious Hampden bled. 
And Freedom tears of forrow (hed« 
Or in the gallery let me walk, 
Where living pidlures feem to talk, 
Where Beauty fmiles ferenely fair. 
And Courage frowns with martial air; 
Though whiikers quaint the face diiguife^ 
And habits odd to modern eyes. 
Behold what kings in Britain reign'd, 
Flantagene ts with blood diftainM^ 

And 
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And valiant Tudor's haughty raoe^ 
And Stiiajrt*s England's worft dilgracci 
The Norman firft, with cruel frown, . 
Proud of his new-ufurped crown, 
Begins the Uft ; and many more. 
Stem heroes form'd of rougheft ore^ ' 
Sbe vi6tor Henry there advance, 
Ev'n in his look he conquers France; 
And murderer Richard, juftly flain - 
By Richmond's fteel on Bofworth plain \ 
See the tyrant of his wi\'ei. 
Prodigal of faireft lives », 
And laureat Edward nurs'd in arts, 
Minerva fchool'd his kingly parts* 
But ah ! the melancholy Jane k, 
A foul too tender for a queen ! 
She links beneath imperial fway. 
The dear-bought feeptre of a day ! 
And muft fhe mount the fcaffold drear ? 
Hard-heatted Mary, learn to fpare ! 
Eliza next falutes the eye j 
Exalt the fong to Liberty^ 
The Mufe repeats the facred name, 
Eliza fills the voice of fame. 
From fihencc a bafer age began. 
The royal ore polluted ran, 

i Henry the VlII^h# k Lady Jane Grey. 



f ^3 1 

•Till foreign ^aflau's valiant hand 
Chac'd holy tyrants from the land : 
Downward from hence defcend apace 
To Brunfwic's high, illuftrious race ; 
And fee tic canvafs fpeak$ them brave^ 
An injur'd nation born to fave, 
A^ve in Freedom's righteous caufe^ 
And confcious of a j nil applaule. 

Bnt chiefly pleas'd, the curious eye 
With nice difcemment loves to try 
The laboured wonders, paffing thought. 
Which warm Italian pencils wrought ; 
Fables of love, and flories old. 
By Greek or Latin poets told : 
How Jove qommitted many a rapc^ 
How young A6laBbn loll his fhape ; 
Or what celeftial pen*men writ, 
Or what the painter's genuine wit 
From Fancy's flore-houfe could devife j 
Where Raphael claims the higheft prize- 
MaJonas here decline the head, 
With fond maternal pleafure ted. 
Or lift their lucid eyes above. 
Where more is feen than holy lo^'c. 
There temples {land difplay'd within. 
And pillars in long order feen. 
And roofs rufh for^^ard to the fight. 
And lamps affed a living light. 



X- 
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6lr lantifcapcs tire the traveling eyc| 
*rhc clouds in azure voliunes fly. 
The diilant trees diflinguifh'd rife. 
And hills look little i|^he ikiesx 

Whca day decltDes, and et'ning cool 
Begins her gentle, filent nile^ 
Again, as Fancy points the way, 
Benignant leader, let me flray : 
And wilt thou^ Genius ^ bring along 
(So ihall my Mufe exalt her long) 
The Lord who rules thi^ ample fcede^ 
His Confort too with gracious mien^ 
Her little offspring prattling round, 
While Echo lifps their infant found. 
And let Good-nature, born to pleafe^ 
Wait on our fleps, and graceful Eafe ; 
Nor Mirth be wanting as we walk, 
Kor Wit to feafon fober talk ^ 
Let gay Defcription too attend^ 
Atid Fable told with moral end, 
And Satire quick that comes by (lealth^ 
An4 flowing Laughter, friend to Healths 
Meanwhile Attention loves to mark 
The deer that crop the Ihaveh park. 
The fleep-hrowM hill, or foreft wild. 
The floping lawns, and zephyrs mild^ 
The clouds that blufh with ev'ning red^ 
Or meads with iilvc^foi^taias fed. 
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Tlie fragrance of the new-mown hajr^,. 
And black-bird chanting on the fpray ; 
The cahn farewel of parting light, 
And Evening fad'ning into Night, 

Nor wearied yet my roving feet, 
Though Night comes on anaain, retreat ; 
But ftill abroad I walk unfeen 
Along the ftar-enlighten'd green ; 
Superior joya my foul invite, 
lift, lift to heav*n the dazzled fight. 
Lo, where the moon, enthronM on high. 
Sits fteady emprefs of the Iky, 
Enticing nations to revere;. 
And proudly vain of pagan fear ; 
Or where through clouds fhe travels fad^ 
And feems on journey bent in hafte. 
While thouiand hand-maid ftars await, 
Attendant on their queen of ftate. 
'lis now that in her high controul. 
Ambitious of a foreign rule, 
She flirs the Ocean to rebel, 
And fadious waters fond to Iwell 
Guides to battle in her car, 
*Gainft her filler Earth to war. 
Thus let me mufe on things fublimc. 
Above the flight of modem rhyme. 
And call th« foul of Newton down. 
Where it fits high on ftarry throne. 

Vol. IV. E Inventing 
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Inventing laws for worlds to come, . 
Or teachin|^ comets how to roam : 
With him I'd learn of eveiy ftar. 
But four-ey'd Pedantiy be for. 
And Ignorance in garb of Senfe, 
With terms of art tomajke pretence. 

Hail, happy foil ! illufhious earth ! 
Which gav*ft fo many heroes birth ; 
Which never wand'ring poet trod. 
But felt within th* infpiring God ! 
In thefe tranfporting, folemn ihades, 
Firu I falute th' Aonian maids. 
Ah lead me. Genius, to thy haunts. 
Where Philomel at cv'ning chants. 
And as my oaten pipe relbunds. 
Give muiic to the forming foimds. 
A iimple fhepherd, yet imknown, 
Afoires to fnatch an ivy crown, 
On daring pinions bold to foar. 
Though here thy Waller fung before, 
And Jonfon dipt his learned pen. 
And Sidney pour*d his fancy-flowing ftain. 
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TO THE 



Hon. WiLMOT Vaughani, in Wales. 



Y 



By the Same. 

'£ diftant realms, that hold my fncdA * 
Beneath a cold mi^gemal iky, 
Where laboring groves with weight of vapours bend. 
Or raving win^ o^er barren mountains fly ; 
Reftore him quick to London*^ focial climeii 
Reftore him quick to friendfhip, love and joy ; 

Be fwijft, ye' lazy fteeds of Time, 

Ye moments, all your Ipeed employ. 

Behold November's glooms arife. 

Pale funs with fainter glory fhine. 
Dark gathering tempefls blacken in the Ikies, 
And (hiv'ring woods their iickly leaves reiign. 
Is this a time on Cambrian hills to roam. 
To court difeafe in Winter's baleful reigni 

To liften to th' Atlantic foam, 

While rocks repel the roaring makit 

* Kow Lord LilbiinM. 

E 1 While 
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While horror fills the region vaft, 

Rheumatic tortures Eurus brings, 
Pregnant with agues flies the northern blaif;. 
And clouds drop quartans from their flagging wings. 
Doft thou explore Sabrina*s fountful fource, 
Where huge Plinlimmon*s hoaiy height afcends : 

Then downward mark her vagrant courfe, 

'Till mix*d with clouds the landfcape ends ? 

Doft thou revere the hallow'd foil 

Where Druids old fepulchrcd lie ; 
Or up cold Snowden's craggy fummits toil, 
And mufe on ancient favage liberty ? 
Ill fuit fuch walks with bleak autumnal air. 
Say, can November yield the joys of May ? 

When Jove deforms the blafled year. 

Can Wallia boaft a chearful day ? 

T'he'townexpedb thee.— Hark, around, 

'Arough every ftreet of gay refort, 
New chariots rattle with awak'ning found. 
And crowd the levees, and befiege the court. 
The patriot, kindling as his wars enfue, 
Now fires his foul with liberty and fame, 

Marfhals his threatening tropes anew, 

And gives his hoarded thunders aim. 

Now feats their abfent lords deplore. 

Neglected villas empty (land. 
Capacious Gro'venor gathers all its ftore. 
And mighty London fwallows up the land. 
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Sec fportive Vanity her flights begin, 
See new-blown Folly's plenteous harvefl rift. 
See mimic beauties dye their ikin. 
And harlots roll their venal eyes. 
Fafhions are fet, and fops return, 
And young coquettes in arms appear ; 
Dreaming of conqueft, how their bofoms bum, 
Trick'd in the new fiantaiby of the year. 
Fly then away, nor fcorn to bear a part 
In this gay fcene of folly amply ipread : 
Follies well us'd refine the heart. 
And pleafures clear the fhidious head 
By grateful interchange of mirth 
The toils of ftudy fweeter grow, 
As varying feafons reconunend the earth, 
Nor does Apollo always bend his bow. 
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ADDRESSED TO 



Sir THOMAS H A N M E R», 



X>n his Edition of 



S H A K S P E A R E'« WORKS. 
tf^W ILLIAM COLLINS. 

SIR, 

WHILE bom to bring the Mufe*s happier days, 
A patriot's hand proteds a poet's lays : 
WhilcyAursM by you Ihe fees her myrtles bloom, 
Green and unwither'd o*er his honoured tomb : 

Excufc 

« A ftatcfman of diftinguifhed mer't, and a polite writer. He was 
dcfccndcd irom a very ancient family in North Wales, and was born 

ilk 
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Excufe her doubts, if yet (he fcan to tell 
What fccret tranfports in her bofom fwell : 
With confcious awe fhe bears the critic's fame. 
And bluihing hides her wreath at Shakipeare's name* 
Hard was the lot thofe injured (trains endur'd, 
UnownM by Science, and by years obfcur'd : 
Fair Fancy wept ; and echoing (ighs confe(s*d 
A fixt defpair in every tuneful breaft. 
Not with more grief th* afflided fwains appear. 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year ; 
When ling*ring (rofts the ruinM feats invade 
Where Peace reforted, and the Graces playM. 

in 1676. In tke year 171 2 he was chofen Speaker of the Houfe of 
Commons, and died in May, 17469 foon after the pvUication of his 
edition of Shakfpeare. Dr. Johnfon obfenres that he was a man 
eminently qaalified for fuch ftadies as that which occaiioned the pre- 
fent epiftle. '< He had (as the fame author remarks) what is the firft 
<< requi£te to emendatory criticifm, that intuition by which the poet's 
** intention is immediately difcovered, and that dexterity of inteUeft 
** which difpatches its work by the eaiieft means. He had andoubtedly 
" read much ; his acquaintance with cuftomsi opinions, and traditions, 
<' feems to have been large ; and he is often learned without (hew. 
** He feldom pafles what he does not underfland, without an attempt to 
" find or to make a meaning, and fometimes haftily makes what a little 
'' more attention would have found. He is folicitout to reduce to 
*' grammar, what he could not be fure that his author intended to be 
" grammatical. Shakfpeare regarded more the feries of ideas than of 
« wor^s ; and his language not being dcfigned for the reader's delk, was 
<< all that he defired it to be, if it conveyed'lut meaning to the au- 
" dience." Preface to Shakfpeare, p. 46. 

£ 4 Each 
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Each rifing art by jufi: gradation moves. 
Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves : 
The Mufe alone unequal dealt her rage, 
And grac'd with noblefl pomp her earlieft ftage. 
Preferv'd through time, the fpeaking fcenes impart 
Each changeful wifh of Phaedra's tortur'd heart : 
Or paint the curfe that mark'd the ° Theban's reign, 
A bed inceihious, and a father ilain. 
With kind concern our pitying eyes o*erflow. 
Trace the fad tale, and own another's woe. 

To Rome remov'd, with wit fecure to pleafe, 
The Comic lifters kept their native eafe. 
With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 
Her own Menander's art almoft excell'd ! 
But every Mufe eflay'd to raife in vain 
Son^e laboured rival of her Tragic ftrain ; 
IlylTus' laurels, though transferred with toil, 
Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th* unfriendly foil. 
As Arts expired, refifllefs Dulnefs rofe ; 
Goths, Priefts, or Vandals,— all were Leariung*s foes. 
'Till ° Julius firft rccall'd each exil'd maid, 
And Cofmo own'd them in th' Etrurian (hade I 
Then deeply fkill'd in love's engaging theme. 
The foft Provencial pafs'd to Arno's ftream : 

# 

n The Oedipus of Sophocles. 

^ Julius II. the immediate prcdcceiTor of Leo X. 



With 
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With graceful cafe the wanton lyre he fbiing, 
Sweet flow'd the lays — but love wa$ all he fxmg. 
The gay defcription could not fail to move ; 
For, led by nature,. all are friends to love. 

But heav'n, ftill various in its works, decreed 
The perfe6t boaft of time fhould laft fucceed. 
The beauteous union muft appear at length. 
Of Tufcan fancy, and Athenian llrength : 
One greater Mufe Eliza's reign adorn. 
And ev'n a Shakfpeare to her fame be bom ! 

Yet ah I fo bright her morning's opening ray. 
In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day ! 
No fecond growth the weftern ifle could bear. 
At once exhaufled with too rich a year. 
Too nicely Jonfon knew the critic's part ; 
Nature in him was almoA loil in art. 
Of fofter mold the gentle Fletcher came, 
The next in order as the next in name. 
With plcas'd attention 'midft his fcenes we find 
Each glowing thought, that warms the fiemale mind ; 
Each melting figh, and every tender tear, 
The lover's wiflies and the virgin's fear. 
His P every Strain the Smiles and Graces own ; 
But flronger Shakfpeare felt for Man alone : 
Drawn by his pen, our nid^r paffions iland 
Th* unrival'd pidureof his early hand. 

f Their chara^ers arc thus diftinguifhcd by Drydea. 

With 
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n With gradtial fieps, and flow, exaflsr Ffan^ 
Saw Art's fair emjMre o*cr her fliores adrance : 
By length of toil a bright pcrfeftion knew, 
Corredtly bold, and juft in all Ihe drew. 
•Till late Comeillc, with ' Lucan's fpirit ftr'd, 
Breath'd the free ftrain, as Rome and He in§«r*d: 
And claffic judgement gain'd to fweet Racine 
The temp'rate ftrength of Mar6*8 chafler line* 

But wilder far the Briti(h laurel fpread. 
And wreaths lefs artful crown our poet's heaA 
Yet he alone to every fcene could give 
Th' hiftorian's truths and bid the manners Kve. 
Wak'd at his call I view, with glad furprize, 
Majeflic forms of mighty monarchs rife. 
There Henry's trumpets fpread their loud alarms. 
And laurel'd conquefl: waits her hero's arms. 
Here gentler Edward claims a pitying figh, 
Scarce bom to honours-, and fo foon to die ! 
Yet (hall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring | 
No beam of comfort to the guilty king : 

<l About thr lime of Shakfpcare, the poet Hardy was in great repute 
in France. H-e wrote, according to FontcncUc, fix hundred plays. The 
French poets after him applied thcmfeWes in general to the corrcft im- 
provement of the (lagc, which wasalmoft totally difregardcd by tkofeof 
our own country, Jonfon excepted. 

' The favourite author of the elder Corncille. 

The 
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The time • fhaD come, when Glo'ftcr's heart (hall bleed 

In life's laft hours, with horror of the deed: 

When dreary vifions (hall at laft prcfent 

Thy vengeful image in thy midnight tent. 

Thy hand unfeen the fecret death fhall bear, 

Blunt the weak fword, and break th* oppreffive fpear. 

Where'er we turn, by Fancy charm'd, we find 
Some fweet ilhifioii of the cheated mind. 
Oft, wild of wing, Ihe calls the foul to rove . 
With humbler nature, in the rural grove ; 
Where fwains contented own the quiet fcene, 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 
Drcfs'd by her hand the Woods and Vallies fmile. 
And Spring diffbfive decks th' inchanted ifle. 
O more than all in pow'rfiil genius blefl. 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing breaft ! 
Whate'er the woimds this youthful heart fhall feel. 
Thy fongs fupport me, and thy morals heal ! 
There every thought the poet's warmth may raife, 
There native mufic dwells in all the lays. 
O might fome verfe with happieft fkill perfuade 
Expreffive Pidhire to adopt thine aid ! 
What wond'rous draughts might rife from every page ! 
What other Raphaels charm a diftant age ' 



* Tempus crit Turno, magno cum optaverit emptum 
Intadum Pallanta, &c. 
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Methinks ev'n now I view fome free defi j^. 
Where breathing Nature lives in every line : 
Chafle and fubduM the modefi: lights decay. 
Steal into (hades, and mildly melt away. 
—And fee, where « Antony in tears approv'd, 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he lov'd : 
O'er the cold corfe the warrior feems to bend t 
Deep funk in grief, and mourns his murder'd friend ! 
Still as they prefs, he calls on all around. 
Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding wound* 

But V who is he, whofe brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient, and a fiercer air ? 
Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel, 
On his own Rome he turns th' avenging fliteL 
Yet (hall not War's infatiate fury fall 
(So heav'n ordains it) on the deftin'd wall. 
See the fond mother 'midft the plaintive train 
Hung on his knees, and proftrate on the plain ! ; 
Touch*d to the fooil, in vain he flrivcs to hide 
The fon's affcftion, in the Roman's pride ; 
O'er all the man confliding paflions rife, 
I^age grafps the fword, while Pity melts the eyes. 

Thus, gen'rous Critic, as thy Bard infpires, 
The fifter Arts (hall nurfe their drooping fires ; 

t Sec the Tragedy of Julius Caefar. 

« Coriolanus. See Mr. Spcnce's dialogue on the OdyfTcy. 

Eacli 
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Each from liil fcenes her (lores alternate bring, 
filend the fair tints, or wake the vocal Aring; 
Thoie Sybil-leaves, the fport of eveiy wind, 
(For poets ever were a carelefs kind) 
By thee difpos'd, no farther toil demand. 
But, juft to Nature, own thy forming hand. 

So ijpread o*er Greece, th* harmonious whole unknown, 
Ev*n Homer's numbers charm'd by parts alone. 
Their own UlyfTes fcarce had wanderM more, 
By winds and water cafl on every fhore : 
When rais'd by Fate, fome former Hanmer join'd 
Each beauteous image of the boundlefs mind : 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alHancdH^ith the Poet's name. 
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To Mifs DASHWOOD, 
In the Manner of Ovid. 

By Mr. Hammond*. 

V 

OS AY, thou dear pofleflbr of my breaft. 
Where now's my boafted liberty and reft ! 
Where the gay moments which I once have known ! 
O where that heart 1 fondly thought my own ! 

From 

* This gentleman, fays Dr. Johnfon, was the fecond Ton of Anthony 
Hammond, a man of note ^M^ong the wits, poets, and parliamentary 
oraton in the beginning of this century, who was allied to Sir Robert 
Walpole by marrying his lifter. He was born about 17 10, and 
cdacatcd at Weftminfter-fchool ; but it does not appear that he was of 
any univerfity. He was equerry to the Prince of Wales, and feems to 
hare come veiy early into publick notice, and to have been diftlnguilhcd 
by thofe whofe patronage and friendfhip prejudiced mankind at that 
time in favour of thofe on whom they were beftowed ; for he was the 

companimi 
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From plade to place I folitaiy roam, 
Abroad uiieafy, not content at home. 
I fcom the beauties common eyes adore, 
The more I view them, feel thy worth the more; 
Unmov'd I hear them fpeak, or fee them fair, 
And only think on thee — who art not there. 
In vain would books their formal fuccour lend. 
Nor wit, nor wifdom, can relieve their friend; 
Wit can't deceive the pain I now endure. 
And wifdom fhews the ill without the cure. 
When from thy fight I wafte the tedious day, 
A thouiand fchemes I form, and*things to fay ; 
But when thy prefence gives the time I feek. 
My Heart 's fo full, I wifh, but cannot fpeak. 
And could I fpeak with eloquence and eafe, 
'Till now not tedious of the art to pleafe, 
Could I, at woman, who fo oft exclaim, 
Expoie (nor blulh) thy triumph and my fliame, 

companion of CobhaiAy Lyttelton, and Chefterfield. He is faid to hare 
divided his life between pleafure and books^ in his retirement forgetting 
the town, and in his gaiety loiing the ftiident. Of his literary hours. 
The Love Elegiet and the prcfent Poem are the moft material. In 1 741 he 
was chofen into Parliament for Truro in Cornwall ; being probably one of 
thofe who were elcded by the Princels Influence ; and died next year ia 
Jnney at Stowe> the famous feat of the Lord Cobham. His miftreis, 
the lady to whom this Elegy Is addreflcd, long out-lived him, and In 
1779 died unmarried. The charader which her lover bequeathed her 
was Indeed not likely to attra£l courtlhip. 

Vol. IV. F Abjure 



Abjure thofe maxims I fo lately prizM, 

And court that fax I foolifhly defpis'dy 

Own thou haft foften'd my obdurate mind, 

And thou reveng'd the wrongs' of womankind : 

Loft were my words, and fruitlefs all my pain^ 

In vain to tell thee all I write in vain ; 

My humble fighs Ihall only reach thy ears^. 

And all my eloquence fhall be my tears. 
And now (for more I never muft pretend) 

Hear me not as thy lover, but thy friend; 

Thoufands will fain thy little heart cnihare 
(For without danger none like thee are fair ;X 

But wifely chufe who beft deferves thy flame. 
So fhall the choice itfelf become thy famef 

Nor yet defpife, though void of winning art. 
The plain and honeft courtfhip of the heart; 
The fkilful tongue in love's perfuafive lore. 
Though lefs it feels, will pleafe and flatter more^ 
And meanly learned in that guilty trade 
Can long abufe a fond, unthinking maid« 
And fince their lips, fo knowing to deceive. 
Thy unexperiencM yoilth might foon believe. 
And fince their tears in falfe fubmiilion dreft 
Might thaw the icy coldnefs of thy breaft, 
O! fliut thine eyes to fuch deceitful woe; 
Caught by the beauty of thy outward fliow. 
Like me they do not love, whatever they feem, 
Like me-— with pailion founded on cfteem. 

ANSV 
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ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING LINES* 

By Lori> HEiVEY* 

TOO Weil thefe lines that fatal truth dedare, 
^ Which long I've kn6wn, yet now I bluih to hcajf* 

But fay, what hopes thy fond ill-fated love, 

What can it hope, though mutual it fhould prove ? 

This little form id fair ih vain for yoiij 

In vain for me thy honefl: heart is true ; 

For would*ft thoil fik difhohour on my name. 

And give me np to penitence and fliame f • 

Or gild my ruin with the name of wife, 

And make me a poor virtuous wretch for life ? 

Could'ft thou fubmit to wear the marriage chain^ 

(Too fiire a cure for all thy prefent pain) 

No iaffron robe for us the godhead wears. 

His torch inverted, and his face in tears. 

Though every fofter wifh were amply crown'd, 

Love foon would ceafe to fmile where Fortune frown'd : 

Then would thy foul my fond confent deplore, 

And blame what it folicited before ; 

Thy own exhaufted would reproach my truth, 

And (ay I had undone thy blinded youth ; 

F 2 That 
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That I had damp'd Ambition's nobler flame, 
Bclips'd thy talents, and obfcur'd thy fame; 
To madrigals and odes that wit confin'd, 
That would in fenates or in courts have (hin'd, 
Clorioufly a<fHvc in thy country's caufe, 
Aflerting freedom, and enading laws. 
Or fay, at befl, that negatively kind 
You only moum'd, and lilently repin'd i 
TJije jealous daemons in my own fond breaft 
Would all thefe though^ incefTantly fuggeil, 
And all that fenfe muii feel, though pity had fuppreft« 
Yet added grief my apprehenfion fills 
(If there can be addition to thofe ills) 
When they fhall cry, whofe harlh reproof I dread, 
** 'Twas thy owi| deed, thy folly on thy h^^!" 
Age knows not to allow for thoughtlefs youth, 
Nor pities tendernefs, nor honours truth ; 
Holds it romantic to confefs a heart, 
And fays thofe virgins a6t a wiier part. 
Who hofpitals a^id bedlams would explore 
To find the rich, and only dread the poor; 
Who legal proflitiites, for int'reft fake, 
Clodios and Timons to their bofoms take, 
And, if avenging heav'n permit increafe. 
People the world with folly and difeafe. 
Thofe titles, deeds, and rent-rolls only wed, 
Whilfl the beft bidder mounts the venal bed, 

6 . And 
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And the grave aunt and formal fire approve 
This nuptual fale, this auction of their love. 
But if regard to worth or fenfe be fliown, 
This poor degenerate child her friends difown, 
( Who dares to deviate by a virtuous choice 
From her great name's hereditary vice. 

Thefe fcenes my prudence ufliers to my mind, 
Of aU the itorms and quickfands I muft find, 
If I embark upon this fummer fea. 
Where Flatt'ry fmooths, and Pleafure gilds the way. 
Had our ill fate ne*er blown thy dang'rous flame 
Beyond the limits of a friend's cold naiiie, 
I might upon that fcore thy heart receive, 
And with that guiltlefs name my own deceive, 
That commerce now in vain you recommend, 
I dread the latent lover in the friend ; 
Of ignorance I want the poor excufe, 
And know, I both mufl take, or both rcfiife. 

Ifear then the fafe, the firm refolve I make, 
Ne'er to encourage one I mufl forfake. 
Whilfl other m^ds a fliamelefs path purfue. 
Neither to int'refl, nor to honour true, 
And, proud to fwell the triumph of their eyes, 
Exult in love from lovers they defpifc ; 
Their maxims all reversed I mean to prove, 
And though I like the lover, quit the love. 
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EPISTLES ;n the Manner of OVl 

MONIMIA to PHILOCLES", 

By th£ same. 

SINCE language never can defcribe my pain* 
How can I hope to move when I complain ? 
But fuch is woman*5 frenzy in diftrefs. 
We love to plead, though hopelefs of redrefs. 

Perhaps, afFe<fting ignorance, tbou'lt fay. 
From whence thefe lines ? whole melTage to copvey? 
Mock not my grief with that feign'd cold demand. 
Too well you know the haplefs writer's hand : 
But if you force me to avow my fhame, 
Behold it prefac'd with Monimia's name. 

Loft to the world, abandon'd and forlorn, 
Expos'd to infamy, reproach and fcom, 
To mirth and comfort loft, and all for ytm. 
Yet loft, perhaps, to your remembrance too, 
How hard my lot I what refuge can 1 tiy, 
Weary of life, and yet afraid to die ! 

s 

} This Epiftle, which Mr. Walpo|e fays is the bcft of Lord Hcrvc 
Poems, was dcfigned for Mifs Sophia Howc^ Maid of Honour, to 
lieneurable Antony Lowthcr. 
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Of hope, the wretch's laft refort, bereft. 

By friends, by kindred, by my lover, left! 

Oh ! frail dependence of confiding fools I 

On lovers oaths, or friendfliip's facred rules. 

How weak in modern hearts, too late I find, 

Monimia's fall'n, and Fhilocles uaimid ! 

To thefe refle6tions, each flow wearing day, ^ . 

And each revolving night a conftant prqr, 

Think what I fufier, nor ungentle hear 

What madnefs didtates in my fond defpair; 

Grudge not this fhort relief, (too faft it flies) 

Nor chide that weaknefs I myfelf defpife. 

One moment fure may be at leaft her due, 

Who facrific'd her all of life for you. 

Without a frown this farewel then receive. 

For *tis the laft my haplefs love fliall give ; 

Nor this I would, if reafon could command: 

But what reftridtion reins a lover's hand? 

Nor prudence, fliame, nor pride, nor int'reft fways, 

The hand implicitly the heart obeys : 

Too well this maxim has my condu6t fliewn, 

Too well that condud to the world is known* 

Oft have I writ, and often to the flame 
Condemn'd this after-witnefs of my fhame ; 
Oft in my cooler recolleded thought. 
Thy beauties, and my fondnefs half forgot. 
(How ftiort thofe intervals for reafon's aid ! ) 
Thus to myfelf in anguiih have I faid. 

F 4 Thy 
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Thy vain rcmonftranq;, foolilh maid, give o'er. 
Who a6^ the wrong, can ne'er that wrong deplore. 
Then fanguine hopes again delufive reign, 
I form'd thejs melting, as I tell my pain. 
If not of rock thy flinty heart is made, 
Nor tigers nurs'd theohin the defart fhade, 
Let me at lead thy cold compaflion prove^ 
That flender fuftenance of greedy love; 
Though no return my warmer wilhes find. 
Be to the wretch, though not the miilrefs, kind; 
Nor whilft I court my melancholy ftate, 
Forget 'twas love, and thee, that wfought my fete. 
Without reftraipt habituate to range 
The paths of pleafure, can I bear this change? 
Doom'd from the world unwilling to retire. 
In bloom of life, and warm with young defirci 
In lieu of roofs with regal iplendor gay, 
Condenm'd in dillant wilds to drag the day; 
Where beafts of prey maintain their favage court. 
Or human brutes (the worft of brutes) refort. 
Yes, yes, the change I could unfighing fee. 
For none I mourn, but what I find in thee, 
There center all my woes, thy heart eftrang'd, 
I weep my lover, not my fortune, chang'd ; 
Blefs'd with thy prefence, I could all forget, 
Nor gilded palaces in huts regret. 
But exil'd thence, fuperfluous is the reft. 
Each place the fame, my hell is in my brcaft ; 
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To pleafure dead, and living but to pain^ 
Uy only fenfe to fuffer, and complain. 

As all my wrongs diftrcfsful I repeat, 
Say, can thy pulfe with equal cadence beat ? 
Canft thou know peace? is confcience mute within? 
That upright delegate for fecret fin : 
Is nature fo extinguifh'd in thy heart. 
That not one fpark remains to take my part ? 
Not ©ne repentant throb, one grateful figh ? 
Thy breaA unruffled, and unwet thy eye ? 
Thou cool betrayer, temperate in ill ! 
Thou nor remorfe, nor thought humane canft feel : 
Nature has form'd thee of the rougher kind. 
And education more debas'd thy mind, 
Bom in an age when guilt and fraud prevail. 
When Juftice ileeps, and Int'reft holds the fcale ; 
Thy loofe companions, a licentious crew, 
Moft to ^ach other, all to us untrue. 
Whom chance, or habit mix, but rarely choice, 
Nor leagu'd in friendfliip, but in focial vice, 
Who indigent of honour, or of fhamc. 
Glory in crimes which others blufh to name ; 
By right or wrong difdaining to be mov'd, 
Unprincipled, unloving, and unlov'd. 
The fair who tnifts their proftituted vows. 
If not their falfhopd, ftill their boafts expofe ; 
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Nor knows the wifcft to elude the harm, 

Ev'n fl;e v.hofe prudence (huns the tinfcl charm. 

They know to llander, though they fail to warm; 

They make her languuTi in lictitious flame, 

Aiiix foiiie fpeeious llander on her name, 

And, bafBed by her virtue, triumph o*er her fame* 

Thefe are the leaders of thy blinded youth, 
Thcfe vile feducers laughed thee out of truth ; 
Whofe fairril jefls all folemn ties profane, 
Or Friendfliip's band, or Hymen*s facred chain ; 
Morality as weaknefs they upbraid. 
Nor ev'n revere Religion's hallow'd head ; 
Alike they fpurn divine and human laws, 
And treat the honeft like the chriflian caufe. 
Curfe on that tongue whofe vile pernicious art 
Celigiit^ the ear but to corrupt the heart. 
That takes advantage of the chearfiil hour. 
When weaken'd Virtue bends to Nature's power. 
And would the goodnefs of 'the foul efface. 
To fubftitute difhonour in her place. 

With fuch you lofe the day in falfe delightSjj 
In lewd debauch you revel out the nights, 
(O fatal commerce to Monimia's peace I ) 
TlK;ir arguments convince becaufe they pleafe ; 
While fophiflry for reafon they admit, 
And wander dazzled by the glare of wit. 



WSt that on ill a ipecious luf^Fc throws, 

^d in falfe colours every objcft fhows, 

That gilds the wrong, depreciating the right. 

And hurts the judgment, while it fcafts the fight j 

So in a prilin to the delude^ eye 

Each pi6hir'd trifle takes a rainbow dye, 

With borrow'd charms the (hining profpe6l glows. 

And truth reversed the faithlefe niirror Ihows, 

Ipverted fccrjes in bright confufion lie. 

The lawns impending o'er the nether Iky; 

No jufl:, no real images we meet, 

But all the gaudy vifion is deceit. 

Oft I revolve in this diftradfed mind 
Each word, e^ch look, that fpoke my charmer kind; 
But oh ! how dear their memory I pay! 
What pleafures paft can prefent cares allay? 
Df all I love for ever difpoflefs'd : 
Ah! what avails to think I once was blefs'd ? 
Hard difpofition of unequal fate ! 
Mix'd are our joys, and tranlient arc their date ; 
Nor can refiedlion bring them back again, 
Yet brings an after-fling to every pain. 

Thy fatal, letters, oh immoral youth, 
Thofe perjur'd pledges of fictitious truth. 
Dear as they were no fecond joy afford, 
My cred'lous heart once leap'd at every word. 
My glowing bofom throbb'd with thick-heav'd lighs, 
And floods of rapture gufli'd into my eyes : 

When 
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When now repeated (for thy theft was vain. 
Each treafur'd fyUable my thoughts retam) 
Far other paflions rule, and diff'rent care, 
My joys and grief, my tranfport and defpair. 

Why doft thou mock the ties of conftant love? 
But half its joys the faithlefs ever prove, 
They only tafte the pleafiu'es they receive. 
When fure the nobleft is in thofe we give. 
Acceptance is the heav'n which mortals know ; 
But *tis the bliis of angels to beflow. 
Oh! emulate, my love, that talk divine, 
Be thou that angel, and that heav'n be mine. 
Yet, yet relent, yet intercept my fete : 
Alas ! I rave, and fue for new deceit. 
As foon the dead ihall from the grave return, 
As love cxtinguilh'd with new ardor burn. 
Oh ! that I dar'd to adt a Roman part. 
And flab thy image in this faithful heart, 
Where riveted for life fecure you reign, 
A cruel inmate, author of my pain : 
But coward -like irrefolute I wait 
Time's tardy aid, nor dare to rufh on fate ; 
Perhaps may linger on life's lateft flagc, 
Survive thy cruelties, and fall by age : 
No — grief Ihall fwell my fails, and fpeed me o'er 
(Defpair my pilot), to that quiet Ihore 
Where I can trufl, and thou betray no more. 
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Might I but once again behold thy charms. 

Might I but breathe my laft in thofe dear arms, 

On that lov'd face but fix my clofing eye, 

Permitted where I might not live to die, 

My foftcn'd fate I would accufe no more ; 

But fate has no fuch happinefs in ilore. 

*Tis paft, 'tis done — ^what gleam of hope behind. 

When I can ne'er be falfe, nor thou be kind ? 

Why then this care ?— 'tis weak — 'tis vain— farewell- 

At that lad word what agonies I feel ! 

I faint — I die — remember I was true— 

'Tis all I aik — eternally— adieu ! — 
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FLORA TO P O M P E Y. 

By the same. 

Pompey, *when he vcas very youngs fell in hve nvkh Flon^ et 
Roman courtezan ^ who vjosfo very beautiful that the Romans 
had her painted to adorn the temple of CafloT and PolllUU 
Cfeminius (?ompGy*s friend) after*wards fell in love witJf her 
too ; but fhe^ prepojfejfed 'with a fafpon for PoiXipej^, vooM 
not Itften to Geminius. Pompey, in compajpon to^hisfliend^ 

. yielded him bis mifrefsy ixjbich'l^Xot^i took Jo nmch ttr-heurt^ 
that Jhe fell dangerovfly ill upon it \ and in- thatjicknefs is fup* 
pofed to ivrite the following letter to Pompey. 

R E death thefe clpfing eyes for ever fhade 
(That death thy cruelties have welcome made), 
Receive, thou yet lov'd man I this one adieu, 
This laft farewell to happiiiefs and you. 
My eyes o'erflow with tears, my trembling hand 
Can fcarce the letters form, or pen command; 
The dancing paper fwims before my fight. 
And fcarce myfelf can read the words I write. 

Think you behold me in this loft cftate, 
And think yourfelf the authoj of my fate : 
How vaft the change ! your Flora 's now become 
The general pity, not the boaft of Rome. 
This form, a pattern to the fculptor's art, 
This face, the idol once of Pompey's heart, 

jfWhofe 
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(UTiofe pi6hir*d beauties Rome thought fit to place 

The facred temples of her gods to grace) 

Are charming now no more ; the bloom is ikd. 
The lilies languid, and the rofes dead. 
Soon fhall fome hand the glorious work deface, 
Wliere Grecian pencils tell what Flora was : 
No longer my refemblance they impart, 
They loft their likenefs, when I loft thy heart. 

Oh ! that thofe hours could take their turn again. 
When Pompey, lab'ring with a jealous pain, 
His Flora thus belpoke : ** Say, my dear love ! 
" Shall all thefe rivals unfuccefsful prove ? 
" In vain, for ever, fliall the Roman youth 
** Envy my happincfs, and tempt thy truth? 
•* Shall neither tears nor prayers thy pity move ? 
•* Ah ! give not pity, 'tis a-kia to love. 
** Would Flora were not fair in fuch excefs, 
" That I might fear, though not adore her lefs.*' 

Fool that I was, I fought to eafe that grief, 
Nor knew indifF'rence follow 'd the relief: 
Experience taught the cruel truth too late, 
I never dreaded, 'till I found my fate. 
'Twas mine to afk if Pompey's felf could hear, 
Unmov'd, his rival's unfuccefsful pray'r ; 
To make thee fwear he'd not thy pity move ; 
Alas ! fuch pity is no kin to love. 

'Twas thou thyfelf, (ungrateful as thou art) 
Bade me unbend the rigour of my heart : 

You 
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Tou chid my &ith, reproach'd my being true, 
(Unnat'ral thought!) and labour'd to fubdue 
The conflancy my foul maintam'd for yon ; 
To other arms your miibeis you condemn'd^ 
Too cool a lover, and too wann a firicnd. 

How could'il thou thus my lavifh heart abufe. 
To aik the only thing it could lefirfe ? 
Nor yet upbraid me, Pompey, what I iay^ 
For 'tis my merit that I can't obey ; 
Yet this alledg'd againfl me as a finilt^ 
Thy rage fomented, and my nun wrought* 
Juft gods ! what tie, what condud can prevail 
O'er fickle man, when truth like mine can fail ? 

Urge not, to g!o& thy crime, the name of firiend, 
We know how far thole facird laws extend ; 
Since other heroes have not blufh'd to prove 
How weak all paflions when oppos'd to iove : 
Nor boaft the virtuous conflict of thy heart. 
When gen'rous pity took Geminius' part ; 
'Tis all heroic fraud, and Roman art. 
Such flights of honour might amufe the crowd. 
But by a midrefs ne'er can be allow'd ; 
Keep for the ienate, and the grave debate. 
That infamous hypocrify of Hate, 
There words are virtue, and your trade deceit. 

No riddle is thy change, nor hard t' explain. 
Flora was fond, and Pompey was a man : 
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^b longer then i fpecious tafe pretend, 

Afor plead fi^litioiia merit to your friend : 

By nature felfe^ you ifollowM her decree, 
'Nor gen'rous ^re to him, but falfe to me; 
You fay you melted at" Geminius' tears, 
Vou fay you felt his agbtiizihg cares : 
Grofs artifice ! that this from hliti could move, 
And not from Flora, whom ydii fay you love : 
You could not bear to hear yoilr ri\'al figh. 
Yet bear immov'd to fee your miftrefs die* 
Ibhuman hyj[)dcrite ! not thus can he 
My wrongs, and my diftrefs^ o^urate^ le^, 

He, who receivM, condemns the gift you made, ^ 

And joins with me the giVer to upbraid, > 

Forgetting he*s oblig'd, and mourning I'm betrajM, i 
He loves too well that cruel gift to ufe, 
Which Pompcy lov'd too little to refufe : 
Fain would he call my vagtant lord again. 
But I the kind ambaifador reflrain ; 
I fcom to let atiothcr take my part, 
And to myfelf will owe or lofe thy heart. 
Can nothing c*et rekindle love in thee ? 
Can nothing e*er extinguUh it in me ? 
*rhat I could tear thee from this injured breaft ! -j ' 

And where you gave my perfon, give the reft, f 

At once to grant and punifli thy requeft, -* 

That I Could place thy worthy rival there ! 

No lecond infylt need my fondnefs feajr : 

Vol. IV; G He 
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He views not Flora with her Pompey's cyt«> 
He loves like me, he doats, deipairs,. and dies. 

Come to my arms, thou dear deferving youth ! 
Thou prodigy of man ! thou man with truth ! 
For him, I will redouble every care. 
To pleaie, for him, thefe faded durms repair $ 
To crown his vows, and fharpen thy defpair. 

Oh ! 'tis illufion aU ! and idle rage ! 
No iecond paffion can this heart engage ; 
And fhortly, Pompey, (hall thy flora prove^ 
Death may diflblve, but nothing change her love. 
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ARISBE to MARIUS Junior. 

From FoNTENELLEi By the Same* 

fFlem Maniie tnkts expelfd firm Rome ly Sylla'j faBion^ and 
retired into A&ica, his fin {v:ho accomf anted him) fell int0 
(he bands ^^Hiempfal king of NUmidia, nx)ho kept himpri* 
finer. One of the miftrejfes of that kingfiU in love with 
Marius junior f and wds fi generous to contrive and give 
him his liberty i^ though by that means Jhe facrificed her love 
for ever% *Twas aflet he hud r^oiisd his father^ tbatjbe 
'ujrit him tbefoUe^ing letter* • 

I. 

OF lall I Valued, all I loV'd, bereft, 
Say, has my heart this little comfort left ? 
That you the" mem'ry of its Jtruth retain. 
And think with grateful pity on my pain ? 

n. 

■ • 

Though but with life my forrows can have end, 
(For death alone can join mc to my friend) ■ 
Yet think not I repent I fet you free, 
I mourn your abfcncc, not your liberty. • 

ni. . 

Bdbit my Marius left Numidia^s coaft, 
Each day I faw him ; fcarce an hour was loft : 
Now months and years muft pafs, nay life (hall prove 
But one long abfence from the man I love* 

G X IV. Painful 
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IV. 
Fainfiil reflection ! poifon to my mind ! 
Was it but mortal too, it would be kind : 
But, mad with grief, I iearch the palace rotmd. 
And in that madneis dream you're to be found. 

V. 
Would'ft thoii believe it ? to thofe walls I fly 
Where thou wert captive held ; there frantic cry, 
Thefe fetters fure my vagrant's flight refb'ainM ; 
Alas ! thefe fetters I my&lf unchain'd. 

VI. 
The live-long day I mourn, I loath the light^ 
And wait impatient each returning night : 
What though the horrid gloom augment my grief, 
'Tis grateful ftill, for I difclaim relief. 

vn. 

That coz'ner Hope intrudes not on my woe ; 
One only interval my forrows know j 
When dreams, the kind reverfers of my pain, 
Bring back my charming fugitive again. 

vm. 

Yet there's a grief furpaffing all the reft ; 
A jealous daemon whiipers in my breaft, 
Marius was fdie, for liberty alone 
The ihow of love the hypocrite put on. 



IX. Then 



IX. 

Then I refleft (ah! would I could forget !) 

jFIow much your thoughts on war and Rome were fct, 

How little paflion did that condu6^ prove ! 

Too flrong thy reafon, but too weak thy love. 

Thy fword, *tis true, a father's caufe demands j 
put 'twas a miftrefs gave it to thy hands : 
To love and duty juft, give each their part, 
His be the arm, and mine be all thy hearty 

XL 
But what av^l thefe thoughts ? fond wretch, give o'er ! 
Marius, or falfe or true, is tl^ine no more : 
Since Fate has cafl the lot, and we mufl part. 
Why fliould I wifh to think I had his heart ? 

XII. 
Yes : let me cherifh that remembrance fiill ; 
That thought alone fhall foften every ill j 
To tell my foul, his love, his truth was fuch, 
All was his due, nor have I done too much, 

xm. 

Deceitful comfort I let me not perfuade 
My crcd'lous heart its fondnefs was repaid;" 
Jt makes my foul with doiAle anguifh mourn 
T"Ofc joys, which' never, never muft returni 
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XIV, 

Perhaps ev'n you what moft I wifh oppofc, 
And in the Roman all the lover lofe : 
I'm a Numidian, and your ibul difdains 
To bear th' inglorious weight of foreign cfaaiot. 

XV. 
Can any climate then fo l>arb'rQUs prove, 
To fbnd excluded from the laws of* Love ? 
His empire^s univerial, unconfin'd, 
His proxy beauty, and his flaves mankind. 

XVI. 

Nor am I a Niunidian but by name. 

For I can intVeft for my love difclaim: 

My virtue fhews what 'twas the gods defign'd, 

By chance on Afric - s clay they flamp'd a Roman mind« 

XVII. 
Not all the heroes which your Rqme can boaft. 
So much for fame, as I for you have lofl : 
Yourfelf Iloft: oh,! grateful, then confefs, 
My trial greater, though my glory lefs. 

xyni. 

Yes, partial gods ! infliders of my care ! 
Be witnefs what I felt, what grief, what fear 1 
When full of flifled woes the night he fled. 
No figh I dar'd to breathe, no tear to fhcd. 
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XIX. 

Whilft men of faith approvM, a chofen crew. 
Firm to their tnift, and to their miftrefs true. 
With care too pim6kial my commands obey. 
And in one freight my life and thee convey. 

XX, 

The harder talk was •mine ; condemned to bear. 

With brow ferene, my agonizing care j 
To mix an idle talk, to force a imile, 
A king and jealous lorer to beguile. . 

XXI. 
Think in that dreadful interval of fate, 
All I held dear, thy fafcty in debate, 
Thmk what I fufFer'd, whilft my heart afraid 
SuggefU a thpuiiind time^, that aU^fi betrayed. - • 

xxn. 

A thoufand times revolving in my mind 

The doubtful chance ; oh ! Love I iaid I, be kind } 

Propitious to my fcheme, thy vot'ry aid, 

And be my fondnefs by fuccefs repaid. 

xxni. 

Now bolder grown, with fanguine hopes elate. 
My fimcy reprefents thy fmiling fate ; 
The guards deceived, and every danger o'er. 
The winds already waft him from thefliore* 
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Thefe plcafing images anew impart 
Life to my ey^s, and gladnefs to my heart j . 
Difpel the gloomy f^s that clpud my £iice|^ 
And charm the little flutterer to peace, 

XXV. 
But now the king, ^r taftelefs to my.charm^. 
Or weaiy of an abfent miftrefs' arms, 
His own apartment feeks, and grateful i^eft; 
That courted firanger to the carefyl bricaft. 

XXVL 
Whilft I, by hopes and fears alternate fway'4f 
Impatient aik the flaves if I'm otey'd. 
'Tis done, they ciy'<i, and ftruCk nae with defpair i- 
For what I (ong'd to know, I dy*d to hear, 

XXVII. 
Fantaftic turn of ^ diftra£tcd mind ; 
I blam'd the; gods for having been too kind ; 
Cun'd the fuccefs they granted to my vows, 
And this affiftant hand that fill'd my woes* 

xxvm. 

Such was my frenzy in that hour of care, 
And fuch th* injuftice of my bold defpair ; 
That even thpfe, ungrateful, I upbraid, 
Whofe fatal diligence my will obey'd. 
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XXIX. 
Scarce, Marius, did thyfelf efcape my rage t 
(Moft lov'd of men !) when fears of black prdage 
Defcribe thy hand fo fond of liberty, 
It never gave one parting throb for me. 

XXX. 
At every ftep you fliould have turn'd your eye, 
Dropt a regretful tear, and heav'd a figh ; 
The nature of the grace I fhew'd was fuch, 
you not defervM it, if it pleasM to© much. 

XXXT. 
A lover would have lingered as he fled. 
And oft in anguifh to himfelf have faid, 
Farewell for ever ! Ah ! yet more he'd done^ 
^ lover never would have fled alone. 

xxxn. 

To force me from a hated rival's bed. 
Why comes not Marius at an army's head? 
Oh ! did thy heart but wifti to fee that day, 
^would all my paft, and future woes o'erpay. 

xxxm. 

But vain are all thefe hopes : preferve thy breaft 
From falfhood only, I forgive the reft: 
Too happy, if no envy'd rival boaft 
Thofe joys Ariibe to her Marius loft* 



ROXAJA 
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ROXANA to U SB E C K. 

From LesLettres Persannes. 

By the Same, 

Rpxana, one ^Ufb^ck's zvivxs, iicas found (^johll^ he 'imsiH 
Europe) inhcdwith berlu*ver^ vohomJI^c bad hrivatfl^ ki 
into theferagllo, T^be guardian eunuch^ iJjho difarveredthem* 
had the man murdered on the fpoty and her cloje guarded ^-tm 
he rcceinfed hiftruHions frorr^ bis mafier berjj to di/pofe rfbtr% 
Duritig that interval Jjhe /twallawed po^fin, and iifupf^Jkdto 
'Ujrite the follav^in^ letter Vihdft Jhe is dying, 

^p^ H 1 N K not I write my innocence to prove, 

X To file for pity, or awake thy love ; 
Nc mean defence expecl, or abjed: prayers ; 
'thetrknow'ft no mercy, and I know no tears ; 
1 laigh at all thy vengeance has decreed, 
AvDw the fad, and glory in the deed. 

Ves,- tyrant ! I deceiv'd thy fpics and thee : 
Picas 'd in oppreflion, and in bondage free : 
Tte rigid agents of thy cniel laws 
By gold I won to aid my juftcr caufe : 
Wth dextrous fkill eluded all thy care, 
Anl aded more than jealoufy could fear : 
Towanton bow'rs this priibn-houfe I tum'd, 
Anl bkls'd that abfence which you thought I mourn'd. 

But 
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Jut Ihort thofe joys allow'd by niggard Fate, 

Vet fo refin'd, fo exquifitely great, 

That their excef$ compenfated their date. 
I die : already in each burning vein 

I feel the pois'nous draught, and blefs the pain : 

For what is life unlefs its joys we prove ? 

And where is joy, depriv'd of what we love ? 
Yet, ere I die, this juftice I have paid 

To my dear murder'd lover's injur'd fhade : 

lliofe facriiegious inftruments of power, 
Who wrought that ruin thefe fad eyes deplore. 
Already with their blood their crimes atone, 
And for hiB life have facrific'd their own. 

Thee, though reftraint and abfence may defend 
From my revenge, my curfes ftill attend : 
Deipair, like mine, barbarian ! be thy part, 
Remorie affli6t, and forrow fling thy heart. 

Nor think this hate commencing in my breaft. 
Though prudence long its latent force fupprefe'd ; 
I knew thofe wrongs that I was forc'd to bear. 
And curs'd thofe chains injufticc made me wear. 

For could'ft thou hope Roxana to deceive 
With idle talcs, which only fools believe ? 
Poor abje6t fouls in fuperftition bred. 
In ign'rance train'd, by prejudice miflcd ; 
Whom hireling den'ifes by proxy teach 
From thofe whofe falfe prerogative they preach. 



} 



Dida 



} 



f io8 ] 

X>idft thou imagine me fo weak of mind, 
Bccaufe I murmur'd not, I ne'er repin'd. 
But hugg'd my chain, and thought my jaylor kind ? 
That willingly thofe laws I e'er obey'd, 
Which Pride invented, and Oppreffion made ? 
And whiift felf-licensM through the world you rove. 
To quicken appetite by change in love ; 
Each paffion fated, and each wifli poflefs'd 
That Luil: can urge, or Fancy can fuggeft : 
That I fliould mourn thy lp(s with fond regret. 
Weep the misfortune, and the wrong forget ? 

Could I believe that heav'n this beauty gave, 
(Thy tranfient plcafure, and thy lafting flave ; ) 
Indu'd with reafon, only to fulfil 
Tlie harfti commands of thy capricious will } 
Ko, Ulbeck, no, my foul difdain'd thofe laws ; 
And, though I wanted pow'r t' afTert my caufe, 
My right I knew ; and fliil thofe pleafures fought. 
Which Juflicc warranted, and Nature taught ; 
On Cuftom's fenfeleft precepts I refin'd, -* 

I wcigh'd what heav'n, I knew what man defign'd, > 

And form'd by her own rules my free-born mind. "^ 

Thiis whilft this wretched body own'd thy pov^-er, 
Doom'd, unredrefs'dj its hardfhips to deplore ; 
My foul fubfervient to herfelf alone. 
And Reafon independent on her throne, 
Contemn'd thy dit^ates, and obey'd their own. 



} 
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Yet thns hi to my conduct thanks are ducgr 

Atleaft I condefcended to feem true ; 

EndeavourM flill my fcntiments to hide^ 

Indulged thy vanity, and footh'd thy pride. 

Tiiough this fubmiflion to a tyrant paid, . 

Whom not my duty,* but my fears obey'd, 

If rightly weigh'd,.wouid more deferve the blame. 

Who call it Virtue, but prophane her name ; 

For to the world, I fhould have own'd that love. 

Which all impartial judges muft approve : 

You urg'd a right to t}Tannize my heart. 

Which he, folliciting, aflaird by art, 
WhilH I, impatient of the name of ilave, 
Tofi)rce refus'd, what I to merit gave. 

Oft, as thy flaves this wretched body led 
To the deteiled pleafures of thy bed ; 
In thofe foft moments, confecrate to joy, 
Which ecflafy and tranfport fhould employ ; 
Claip'dinyour arms, youwonder'd flill to find 
So cold my kifTes, fo composed my mind : 
But had thy cheated eyes difcern'd aright. 
You'd found averiion, where you fought delight. 

Not that my foul, incapable of love, 
No charms could warm, no tendernefs could move ; 
For him, whofe love my every thought poflefs'd, 
A fiercer pafBon fill'd this conflant breafl. 
Than truth e'er felt, or faifhood e'er poffefs'd. 

This 
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Thii {fy\e uhufual to thy pride appears; 
Eor truth's a flfanger to the tytant'^ ears; 
But what have I to manage, or to dread ? 
Nor threats alarm j nor infults hurt the dead i ' 
No wrongs they feel, no miferies they findj 
Cares are the legacies we leave behind t 
In the calm grave no Ufbecks we deplore. 
No tyrant hulbahd, no oppreflivc power. 
Alas ! I faipt— Death intercepts the reft i 
Tht venom'd drug is bufy in my breaft i 
Each nerve's unftrung : a mift bbfcures tlic day i 
My fenfes, ftrength, and ev'n my hate decay; 
Though rage awhile the ebbing fpirits ftay*d^ 
*Tis paft — they link beneath the tranfient ziii 
Take then, inhuman wretch I my laft forewd | 
Pain be thy portion here ! heteafter, hell ! 
And when our prophet fhall my fate decree^ 
Be any curie my punifhment, but thee! 



EP 
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EPILOGUE dcfigri'd for Sophonisba% 

And to have been ipoken by Mrs. Oldfteld. 

By the Same. 

BEFORE you fign poor Sophonilba*s doom. 
In her behalf petitioner I come ; 
Not but our author knows, whate'er I fay. 
That I could find objedHons to his play* 
This double marriage for her country's good, 
I told him never would be underftood, 
And that ye all would fay, 'twas flefh and blood. 
Had Carthage only been in madam's head, 
Her champion never had been in her— bed : 
For could the ideot think a hufband's name 
Would make him quit his int'rcft, friends, and fame ; 
That he would rifque a kingdom for a wife. 
And aft dependent in a place for life ? 
Yet what Hern Cato fliall condemn the fair, 
Whilft public good fhe thimder'd in your ear, 
If private intereft had a little fliare? 
You know fhe a<fted not againll the laws. 
Of thofe old-:£afhion*d times ; that in her caufe 
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■ A Tragedy, by James Thomfon, firft aA«d at "Dxarj'lvat, 1717. 

Old 
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Old Sypliax could no longer make a ftand^ 

And Maf&nifTa woo'd her fword in hand. 

But did flic take the way to whet that fword ? 

Heroes fight coldly when wives give the word. 

She fliould have kept liim keen, employed her channi 

Not as a bribe, but to reward his arms ; 

Have told him when Rome yielded, flie would yields 

And fent him frefli, not yawnmg, to the field. 

She talked it well to roufe him to the fight| 

But, like Penelope, when out of fight^ 

All flie had done by day, undid by nighti 

Is this your wily Carthaginian kind? 

No Englifti woman had been half fo kind. 

What from a hufband's hand could ftie expert 

But ratfl>ane, or that common fate, negledt ? 

Perhaps fome languifliing foft fair may fay, 

Poifon's fo fliocking — but confider pray, 

She fearM the Roman, he the marriage chain : 

All other means to free them both were vain^ 

Let none then Mafliniifa's condud blame^ 

He firfl his love confulted, then his fame« 

And if the fair-one, with too little art, 

Whilfl feemingly fhe play'd a patriot-party 

Was fecretly the dupe of her own heart ; 

Forgive a fault fhe flrove fo well to htde, «. 

Nor be compaiTion to her fate denyM, > 

Who liv'd ynhappily, and greatly dyM« ^ . 

An 
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An Imiudon of the Eleventh Ode of the Firft 

Book of Horace. ^ 

To STEPHEN FOX, Efq; 
afterwards Eari of ILCHESTER. 

» 

By ths same. 

FORBEAR, my dear Ste, with a fruitlefi defire. 
Into truths which are better coaceal'd to enquire; 
Perhaps many years are allow'd us by Fate, 
Or next winter perhaps is the lafl oT theu* date : 
Let the credulous fools whom allrologers cheat, 
Exult or deQ)ond, as they vary deceit ; 
Who anticipate care, their own pleafure defb-oy, 
And .invite difappointment who build upon joy; 
All ills unforefeen we the eafieft endure, 
"What avails to forefee, unlefs forefight could cure } 
And from ills by their art how can wretches be freed. 
When that art muft be falfe, or thofe ills be decreed? 
From refle6tion and Hope little comfort we find. 
To poUeffion alone let thy thoughts be confin'd ; 
To-day's all the treafure poor mortals can boai^. 
For to-morrow's not gain'd, and yefterday*8 loft; 
Even now whilft I write, time fleals on our youth. 
And a moment's cut off from thy friendfhip and truth* 
Then feize the fwift blefling, enjoy the dear now. 
And take, not expert, what hereafter*!! bellow. 

Vol. IV. H A LOVE 
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» A LOVE LETTER^ 

By the sams« 

WHAT ihall I fay to fix thy wavViag mind^ 
To chafe thy doubts, and force thee to be Ikxii 
What weight of argument can turn the fcfllej 
If interceflion from a lover fail ? 
By what (hall I conjure thee to obey 
This tender fummons, nor prolong thy ibij ? 
If unabated jn this conilant breafl: 
That paffion bums which once thy vows profefi'df 
If abfence has not chillM the languid flame. 
Its ardour and its purity the fame ; 
Indul^ tibfe tranfports, and no more controtil 
The didlates of thy fond confenting foul ; 
By no vain fcruple be thy purpofe fway'd. 
And only Love implicitly obcyM : 
Let inclination this debate decide. 
Nor be thy prudence, but thy heart thy guide ; 
But real prudence never can oppofe 
What Love fuggefts, and Gratitude avows ; 
The warm dear raptiu-dd which thy bofom move, 
'Tis virtue to indulge, *tis wifdom to improve : 
For think how few the joys allowM by Fate, 
- How mix*d the cup, how fliort their longeft date ! 

Hov/ 
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tiow onward ftiU the ftream of pleafiire flowi t 
That no reflux the rapid current knows ! 
]Mo( evVi thy dbtrms can bribe the ruthleCi hand 
OE rigid Time, to flay hu ebbing fand ; 
^ak at thou art, that beauty muft decay ; 
She nig^t of age llfcceeds the brij^fl day t 
TItaa cheek where Nature's fweetefi garden blowf « 
Her whtteft lily, and her warmcfl role) 
Tbole eyes, thole meaiung minifleri of Love, 
Who, what thy lips can only utter, prove ; 
Theft muft refign dieir liitre, thok their bloom. 
And find with meaner charmf one eomtncn doom ; 
Ma bat a few fhort years, this change amfl be i 
Nor oae left dreadfnl flialt ikkfj^ n^uon* m mt s 
For tkoog^ DO diaDce cao sJaecate n,j ftirri«, 
WUk thine to feed die bop, fbalf Uimi^knitf 
Tea floD the flreaic of years Aoitt that is% 

caa thf far»£ aanqear^d iha:! I^t-v^, 

isKiajsf berpad Yaael can ceTT^. 
Or jhf, Aoodif fic'Tnn6 TUtsiaaat rh^iit ?ri^, 
ihid iammrpr vhac Zwt -jrujLd Mt %yMr^^ 
Vpaa ^add pafl. mj rsiht ^> att "hy -iHar.nf ^ 
Or DbK& limtrif fhcuiil fiM* :»e (!r%m ?hy tr.-ii»; 
Har wiiaidf± chon :lien re^^ xih ir ur'te& tr irh. 
The gwarifHiy ^laocter'i .loun '^'o^Ai ^aki /Mth/ 
CawatiKn, air lore, .nur r/ifi ■!!« rjr.ir'i 'tey» 
Iii« wtxiilt Te 20, be iuoov Minis jr^t niay • 



I lie'] 

• 

For what is life unlefs its joys we prove ^ 
And what is happinefs but mutual love ? 
Our time is wealth no frugal hand can flore. 
All our pofleffion is the prefent hoiir. 
And he who fpares to ufe it, ever poor* 
The gplden uaw is all that we can boaft ; 
And thit (like Ihow) at once is grafp*d acfd loft. 
Hafte, wing thy pafTage then, no more delay. 
But to thefe eyes tlieir fole delight convey. 
Not thus I languifhM for thy virgin charms. 
When firO: furrender'd to thefe eager arms, 
When, firfl admitted to that heav'n, thy b|eafl. 
To mine I ftrain'd that charming foe to reft ; 
How leaps my confcious heart, whilft I retrace 
The dear idea of that ftri^ embrace. 
When on thy bofom quite entranced I lay. 
And lov'd uniated the fhort night away ; 
Whilft half reludknt you, «nd half refign'd, 
Amidft fears, wiihes, pain and pleafure join'd. 
Now holding off, now growing on my breaft, 
By turns reprov'd me, and by turns carefsM? 
Oh I how remembrance throbs in every vein ? 
I pant, I iicken for that fcene again ; 
My iienfes ach, I can no word command, 
And the pen tottq^i m my trembling hand. 
Farewell, thou only joy on earth I know. 
And all that man can tafte of heav'n below. 




VERSES 
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7ERS£S toDr.GEORGE Rogers% on his 
taking the Degree of Do^r in Fhyfic at 
PaduAj fib the Year 1.664. 

Bt Mr* Waller. 

WHEN as of old the earth's bold children flrove. 
With hills on hills, to fcak the throne of Jove ; 
Fkilas and Mm flood by their fovereign's fide, 
And dieir bright arms in his defence employ'd. 
While the wife Phoebus, Hermes, and the reft. 
Who joy m peace and love tl^e Mules beft, 

s Dr. George Rogers was the fon of a phyfician in the city of Lon- 
don. He reccired his education at Lincoln college, Oxford, took his 
degirees in Aits, and ftudi^ medicine in that nniTerfity. He after* 
Vtrds traTelled into Italy, and at Padua bad the degree of Dodor of 
Fhyfick conferred upon him. In 1648 he was incorporated at Oxford. 
He then fettled in London, became a Fellow of the College of Phyfi« 
clans, and Prelidcnt thereof, in 1689. This little poem was, among fere- 
ral others, on the fame occaiion, printed by Dr. Rogers, with his inau- 
gural exercife at Padua ; and afterwards in the fame manner re-pub- 
lifhed by him at London, together with his Harreian oration before the 
college of phyiicians, in the year 1682; while Mr. Waller was yet 
living. 
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I>e£9aidis^ from their fo diftemper'd Mty 

Our groves and meadows cboie for their ietflekt« 

There firft Apollo tried the various iuii^ ,-'' r 

i6f herbs, and leam*d the virtue of th^ jub. 

And framM that art, to which who anl ttetenSL 

A Juiler title than our noble friend, 

Whom the like tempefi drives from his abode, 

And like employment entertains abroad ? 

"This crowns him here ; and, in the bajrs fo eam*d^ 

His country's honour Is no lefi concerned ; 

Since it 4q)pears, not all the Englifh rave, 

To ruin bent : fome ftudy how to fave. 

And as Hippocrates did once extend * 

His facred art, whole cities to amend ; 

So we, brave friend, iuppoft that thy great ftMIj^ 

Thy gentle mind, and fair example, will, 

At thy return, reclaim our frantic ifle, 

Their Ipirits calm ; and peace again fhall imile. 

Edm. Waller, AngluSt 
Patm>Hy (ypis PauU frambotti% 
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VIRGIL'S Tomb\ Naples, 1741. 

« fir Mr. Titjvpp*. 

I fenu^ ^gftav0 paDtce thordas 

FMfi; Marojuique JeJitu in mdrgine tempU 

Sma m^mmm, Csf magni twnuUs adcanto magtftri. Stat«- 

ICame, great bard, to gaze upon thy fhrine, 
And o'er thy rclicks wait th' infpiring Nine : 
For fare, I faid, whete Maro's afhes fleep, 
The weepbg M^fes muft their vigils keep ; 

stm 

^ At about eight miks diftancc from Naples, near the hill Pauiilypo. 
A modem traveller dcfcribei it thus : « The tomb of Virgil is at the 
'' brink of a pr^ipice, which has been made by enlarging the entrance 
^ into the famons grotto which Vars the name of the hill. The area 
^ is almoft a fquare, of about five yards ; there are Ibme niches in the 
" walls within, but nothing now in them. At the top of it, an the 
'' oQtfide, are ibme bays ; and the people there take care to tell you they 
''grow fp6ntaneou8, and that they are green all the year. There 
'' is a wretched diftich infcribed oi> a wall jult oyer*againft the place 
" where we enter, enough to fright away Virgirs afhes, if ever they 
" were there." Wright's Travels f vol. I. p. 175. Mr. Addlfon was of 
opinion, that the poet was buried at Naples, and that his tomb Aood 
on the other fide of the town, which looks towards Vefuvlo. 

c Jofeph Trapp, fon of the Rev. Dr. Trapp. He was of New College 
Oxford, where he took the degree of M. A. 14 Januacy, 1 742* Ax, 
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S^ o*er their fav'rite's monument they mourn. 

And with poetic trophies grace his urn : 

Have placed the (hield and martial trumpet here ; 

The (hepherd's pipe, and rural honours there : 

Fancy had deck'd the confecrated ground. 

And fcatter'd never-fading rofes round. 

And now my bold romantic thought afpirei 

To hear the echo of celeftial lyres { 

Then catch fome found to bear delighted honae, 

And boafl I learnt the verfe at Virgil's tomb ; 

Or, ftretch'd beneath thy myrtle's fragrant fhade. 

With dreams extatic hov'ring o'er my head. 

See forms augufl, and laurel'd ghofts alcend. 

And with thyfclf, perhaps, the long procefiion end. 

I came —but foon the phantoms difappear'd ; 
Far other fcenes, than wanton Hope had rear'd j 
No faery rites, no funeral pomp I found ; 
No trophied walls, with wreaths of laurel round : 
A mean unhonour'd ruin faintly fhow'd 
The fpot where once thy maufoieum ilood : 
Hardly the form remain'd ; a nodding dome 
O'ergrown with mofs is now all Virgil's tomb. 

the time of his death, July 1769, he was Rector of Strat6eld Sea and 
Stralficid Turgcs, in the county of Hants. Dr. Warton, fpeak ingot this 
Poem, fays, there is in it as much lively and original imagery, i^rong 
painting, and manly fentimenrs of freedom, as in any he had ever read 
in our language. EJfay tn the dnhs of Pope, p. 265. 

4. 'Twas 



Twas fuch a fcene as gave a kind relief 
To memoiy, in fwcetly-penfivc grief: 
Gloomy, unpleafing images it wrought ; 
ISTo mufingy foft complacency of thought : 
For Time had canker'd all, and worn away 
Ev'n the laft, . moumfiil graces of decay : 
Oblivion, hateful goddefs, fate before. 
And cover'd with her duiky wings the door : 
No fiilver harps I heard, no Mufe's voice, 
But birds obfcene in horrid notes rejoice : 
Fancy recpil'd, and with his tinfel train 
Forfook the chearlefs fcene; no more remain 
The warm ambitious hope of airy youth; 
Severe refledion came, and frowning Truth : 
Away each glitt'ring gay idea iled, 
And bade a melancholy train fucceed. 
That fbrm'd, or feem'd to form, a mournful c^ll 
In feeble echoes mutt'ring round the wall. 

Seek not the Mufes here ! th' airighted maids 
Have fled Parthenope's polluted ihades : 
Her happy iliores, the feats of joy and eafe. 
Their favVite manfions once, no longer pleafe : 
No longer, as of old, in tranfport loft. 
The fiflers rove along th* enchanted coafl ; 
They turn with horror from each much-lov'd flream, 
And loath the flelds that were their darling theme : 
The tuneful names themfelves once fondly gave 
To every fvyelling hill, and mofly cave, 

So 



So pleafing then, are only heard with fig^; 
And each fad echo bids their forrow rife. 

Yet Nature finiles, as when their Virgil Tung^ 
Nor 'midfi a fairer fcene liis lyre was drung ; 
Still Uooxn the fweets of his dyfium here. 
And the fame charms in every groj?e appear. 
But ah ! in vain indulgent funs prevail ; 
Health and delight in every balmy gaji^' 
Are wafted now in vain ; fmall comfort bring 
To weeping eyes the beauties ^of the fpring. 
To groaning flaves thoie fragrant meads belong^ 
Where TuUy didtated, and Maro fung. 
Long iince, alas ! thofe golden days are flown. 
When here each Science wore its proper crown : 
Fale Tyranny has laid their altars low. 
And rent the laurel from the Mufe's brow ; 
What wonder then 'midift fuch a fcene to fee 
The Arts expire with bleeding Liberty ? 
Fenfive and fad, each fair angelic form 
Droops, like the wearied dove beneath a ttofm : 
Far other views the poet*s thought engage, 
Than the warm glories of -th* Auguftan age. 
Can misVy bid th* imagination glow ? 
Or genius brighten *midft domeflic woe ? 
To fee defponding wretches round him pine, 
Horace had wept beneath the Alban vine. 
Sad fits the bard amidft his country's tears, 
And fighs, regardlefs of the wreath he wears* 



pU ever Want andFtmme fweetly fing? 

Tlielbtter'd hand nncouthly ftrikes the ilrii^, 

to ! ftern Oppreffion lifts her iron rod, 

/^d Ridii waits th* imperioni harp3r'8 nod ; 

Black Deiblationy ^^deftrudtive War^ -it 

Rife at the ficpal, and Atend her car. - 

From^iit di^pomo th* affii^ted fhepherd fliec^ 

i^d leaves his flodk'the rav'nous foldier's prize. 

Whbtb now are all the nymphs that Ueft the phuos ? 

Where the full chorus of coptented Iwams 1^ 

The fongs of love, of liberty and peace, 

Ak heard no i^ore; the dance and tabor ceale : 

To the foft oaten pipe, and pafl'ral reec|P 

The din of arms and clarion's blaft fhcceed : 

4 

Dire ihapes appear in every opening glade ; 
And Furies howl where once thiwufes flray*d. 

Is this the queen of realms, for arts renowned? 
This captive maid, that weeps upon the ground Ik* 
Alas ! how chang'd ! — d^e^^ and forlorn i 
The miftrefs of the world become the fcom ! 
Around ftand Rapine, Horror and Defpair ; 
And Ignorance, dark ally of barbVous War : 
She, at th' ufurping Vandal's dread command, 
Di^lays her gloomy banner o'er the land : 
Beneath its chilling (hade negle^d lies 
Each fifter Art ; and unlamented dies. 
Lo I Sculpture lets her ufefiil chiffel fell ; 
While on fome tuin'd temple's broken wall 
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Sad Ardiitefiure iks ; and fees with fliame 

Mif-fiiapen piles ufurp her bjured name : 

Mufic and Verfe, unhappy twins ! belong 

To antique Mafque, and weak unmanly Song : ' 

The'githering delude fwells on cveiy fide. 

And monkifli Superilition fwdls tjbc tide* 

By the refiftlefs torrent overborn jiM 4 

Floatsevery Virtue, from its bads torft: ^ 

Fair Learning droops, the fick'ning arts decay ; . 

And every ladisl fiuks, and eveiy bay. 

AB is confiis'd, no traces now are feen 

To fiiew what wretched Italy has been. 

Tims once Vefiivius, crown'd with circling wood, 
Parthenope, thy beauteous neighbour flood : 
Perpetual Spring cloath'd the hk mountain's fide , 
Andy what is now thy te|ior» was thy pride. 
Su^en th' impriibn'd flames burfl forth i and bud 
On fixxiqjky heaps each ihrieking Dryad's (hade ; 
Now deep in afhesr finks the myrtle bowV, 
O'er beds of fiow'rs fulphuteous torrents roar ; 
And exil'd demi-gods their ruin'd feats deplore. 
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The link. A Ballap. ^ 

YS ladies that Ihre in the city or town. 
Fair Winton or Alresford fo iine and ib gay ; 
And ye neat country lafles in clean linen gown. 
As neat and as blithe and at pretty as they : 
Come away ftrait to Ovington *, for you can't think 
What a charming new walk there is made on the Link. 

m 

Look how lovely the profpe£ty the meadows how green. 
The fields and the woods , in the vale or the hill : 
The trees, and the cottage that))eeps out between. 
The clear (beam that runs bubbling in many a rill. 
That will ihow your fair face as you fland on thotJbnAkf 
And murmurs moil fweetly all under the Link* 

How pleafant the morning, how clear the blue iky. 
How pure the frefh air, and how healthy the place ! 
Your heart goes a pit-a-pat light as a fly. 
And the blood circles brilkly, and glows in your face : 
Would you paint your fair cheeks with the rofe and the pink ? 
I'hrow your waihes away, take a walk on the Link. 

> A village near Alresford in Hampdure* 

AfUr 
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After ^xmet- the ^fqulfe, ere the ladies retfeat, 

Marches off with ibme friends that will ply the brifk gUfi^ 

Give ui liquor enough, and a good pleafant feat. 

And damn your fine tafie^ and your finical lafi : 

Ai finefdo, my lads, we*ll carouie and weMl drink^ 

Take your bottle each man, and away to the Link* 

Kbt fo geAtle CoUin^ whom love holds in thndl/ 
To Molly ke fteals all itx filenee away; 
And when nought Can be heard but the rude water<fi|)if 
And the wdodbine bitathes fweetefl at clofe of the day^ 
He takes her foft hand, and he tips her the wlnk^ 
Coooe, my dear, let us take a Cool walk on the Link*-* 

But, O ye fair maidens, be fure have a Care^ 

Nor lay yourfelvcs open to tovc*s cruel dart; 

Of the hour and the plaee and the feafon beware^ 

And guard well each paflage that leads to your heart | 

Sly Cupid will fieal in at fome little chink, 

If you walk in the evening too late on the link* 

Ye poets fo lofty, who love to retire 
From the noife of the town to the ftream and the wood 5 
Who in epics and tragics, with marvellous fire, 
Utter founds by mere mortals not well underilood : 
Here mouthe your loud drain, and here ply pen and ink, 
Qiiit Pamaflus and Pindus, and come to the Link. 
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Add dome you, who for thought isire at little expencit, 

Who indite gentle paflorat, ballad, or fong ; 

You lee with fhiooth numbers, and not too much fenfc^ 

How the ver&s run oafy and glMy along ; 

And the rhime at the dole how it falls with a dink^ 

So kind are the Mufes that fpof t on the Link I 

THE 

S Q^U I R E OF ly A U E S. 

A P O E M. 

Ik SPEN9ER^8 Stile, 
By Moses Mendez Eff<X:,». 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

h the feventh Qanto rf the Legend of Chaftity, in Spcilfer*il 
Fairy Queen, the Squire ^ l>ana«8 tells Sat)?rane, thai fy 
order of his miftrefs Cc^umbel, (after having Jervtd the 
ladies fir a year) he n»as Jent out a Jecond time^ moi l# ntum 
till he could find three hundred 'women incapable efjidding /# 
«vy ten^tation. The had fuccefs he met tvith in the ctmrfe of 
three years J nuhich is flighty touched upon iy Speofer, U the 
ftfundation of the folio-wing poem. 

■ Of Mitcham in Surry, t gentleman of the Jewidi religion, author 
of three dramatick pieces, a poetn called Henry and Blanckef printed 
in4to> 1 7461 and feveral other performances fcattered in different mlf- 
cellanies. On the 19th of June, 1750^ he was createit M. A« by the 
univeriity of Oxford. He is fuppofed to have been the richefl: poet of 
his time, being pofleifed at the time of his death, 4thx>f Fcbruary> 1758, 
of not lefs than one hundred thoufand pounds* 

2 PRO- 



PROLOGUE. 

HA R D is the heart that never knew to Iotc, 
Ne felt the pleailng anguifh of defire. 
Ye Britiih maids, more fair than Vemis' dove, 
for you alone I tune my humble lyre ; 
Adopt me, nymphs, receive me in your quire, 
Make me your bard ; for that is all my care : 
Then fhall I envy not that aged fire. 
Who doth for court his annual fong prepare : 
(lever myrtle .wreath than Keiar's laurel wear, 

n. 

Think not becaufe I write of Columbel 
I thence would blafl the fex with impious tale ; 
Tranfa^ions vile of foreign flronds I tell, 
Ne *gainft a Britifh female would I rail - 
For all the wealth that rolls on Indian grail. 
Here, beauty, truth, and chaftity are found : 
Eleonora here, with vifage pale, 
Did fuck the poifon from her Edward's woimd, 
And Ana's nuptual faith fkall ftand for aye renowned* 

IIT. 
See the fair fwans on Thamis' lovely tide. 
The which do trim their pennons fiiver bright. 
In fhining ranks they down their waters ride ; 
Oft have mine eyes devoured the gallant light. 

Th< 
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Then call: thy looks with wonder and delight, 

Where yon fweet nymphs enjoy the cv'ning air. 

Some daunce along the green, like fairies light. 

Some flowerets cull to deck their flowing hair; 

ThcntcUmc, foothly, fwain, which fight thoudeem*ft moft 

fair. 

IV. 
To you, bright ftars, that fparkle on our ifle, 

I give my life, my fortune, and my fame ; 

For my whole guerdon grant me but a imile, 

A iinlle from- you is all I hope or claim ; 

Nor age*6 ice iny ardcat zeal fhail tame. 

To my life'& epd I (hall your names adore^ 

Not hermits boibms feel fo pure a flame, 

Warm'd.by approval I more high fhall ibar ; 

Receive my hiimble lays, my heart was yours before. 

Should you confent^ I'll quit my fhepherd's grey, 
Andjdon more gracefiU and more cofUy gear. 
My crook and fcrip I'll throw with fcorn away. 
And in a Ikmite garment ibeit appear. 
Farewell, ye groves, which once I held fo dear ; 
Farewell, ye glens, 1 other joys purfue ; 
Thien fhall the world your matchlefs pow'r revere, 
And qgm, what wonders your fweet fniiles can do, 
That comd a fimple clown into a bard tranfhiew. 

Vol. IV. 1 CANTO 
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CANTO L 

ARGUMENT* 

The Squtre of Dames to Satyrane 

His hiftory doth tett^ 
With all the toils he under^metU 

To gain his ColxaxAxil* 

i. 

THE Squire of Dames his tale thus 'gan to tdil; 
Sith you commaod my tongue, fir Saqrrane^ 
I now wili all declaie that me befell, 
The caufe ofmuchel Icath and dorroorpain^ 
Ne (hall thy gentle (fye from te;|r8 refntio* 
Me Columbel commanded far to go 
'Till I fhould full three hundred nymphs attain^ 
Whofe hearts ftwidd aye with Virtue's leiTons jj^oilr^ 
And to aU fwains but one ciy out for ever, Na« 

To find the fbrtilage that ne'Ser w31 yield 

Is not an eafy matter, good fir Kntght ; 

Troy town, they fay, is now a grafs-grown fielcL 

Thiat long withflood the force of Grecian Hl^t; 
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AIkI cafiles fall though deep in earth emfifjtit i 
Ke ott^^t fo ftrcmg is found but what may fail» 
lie fun at laft fhall lofe his glorious light. 
And vows or bribes o'er women may prevail ; 
Tlidr hearts are made of fiefli, and mortal flelh is &a3# 

Wtth heavy heart, and full of cark I go^ 

And take my eonge of my blooming maid^ 

I ki&'d her hond, and louting very low. 

To her behefi at length my&lf arrayM : 

The fair we love expedlis to !» obeyed. 

Although (he bid us with the keibel fly ; 

So forth I prick, though much by doubt diiGooay'd^ 

The hard experiment reiblv'd to try : 
Fer ihe was wond'rous fkirj and much iniove was I* 

IV* 

A grove I reach'd^ where toneful thraiUes fung s 

The linnet here did ope his little throat; 

His #)rittiBg j^fls around the cuckoo fiung^ 

And the proud goldfinch ihow'd hb painted coatg^ 

And haiWd us with no inharmonious note s 

The robin eke here tun'd his ibnnet ihrill^ . . 

And told the foothing ditqr all by rote, 

Qiw he with leil^ bis pious beak did £11^ 
To dboud thofe pretty babes^ whooi Sib. unkind would 
kiU. 

it^. . V.And 
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And miny a fair Narciflus deck'd the plain, 
That feemM anew their paffions to admire ; 
Here Ajax told his dolors o'er again, ' • -• 

jfeiJ amVbus Clytie fickcnM with defire ; - 

Here the blown rofe with odors fweet did fpire; 
Through the dun grove a murm'ring river led 
His chryftai ftreams that wound in many a gyre ; 
The baleful willow all the banks befjpread, 

And ever to the bteezc ycurPd his hoary hdad* 

.■^ .- .-. VI. 
SoQij to the grovfe tiicre came a lovely niaid 
(For mdden fure flic did to me appear) ; 
In plain check-iaton was the nymph array'd, 
Htf Iparklirtg ejres ftood full of many a tear^ 
And fhe bewept the abfence of her dear. 
Alak ! fhould beauty be to woe allayed ? 
Beauty, me thinks, fhoiild meet with better cheer. 
Content fhould never wander from her fide ; '■ 

Good luck,' I pray to heav'n, the fece that's fair betide. 

Vlf. 
** Ah ! woe is mie, fhe cry'd, fince Colin's fled, 
*' Whofe gentle prefence did thefe plains adorn, 
** Soon was he ravifh'd from the nuptial bed, 

"** Tom from thefe arms, from his dear leman torn ! 
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" O grief! fiu: Iharper than the pointed thorn, 

*< I faw hinoi Sl^beftad by martial baix(^ 

** Alas the daji that ever I was bora ! 

" Where roves my Colin, on what foreign ftrand, 

^ Arraught from Laura's eyes, a^d his dear native landt 

VIII. 
** Aksl he only knew to prune the vincjt 
" Or through the earth to urge the biting fhare, 
" To twift the bower with fragrant eglantine, 
•* Where free from heat we flum'd the noon-tide air, . 
" Or to the mart to lead his fleecy care. 
** And is it fit in hacqueton and mail 
** The youth for war's grim terrors fhould prepare ! 
** His voice outfung the love-lorn nightingale, 

** And deftly could he dance, or pipe along the dale. 

IX. 
** The gos-hawk fierce may pounce the trembling dove, 
" The favage v9o\i may tear the bounding fawn ; 
" But fparrows mild are form'd for feats of love, 
" And kids dew not with blood the flow'ry lawn j 
** Then how fhall he, in whom all graces dawn, 
" In the red field the cniel paynim kill ? 
** For fcenes like thefe find men of hellifh ^awn. 
** "yis^ his with joy the virgin's heart to fill, 

'^ And not on foreign fhore his foemen's blood td^ill* 
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X. I 

^^ No days of bllft my forrows (hall afhlce^ ^ 

** For him 1*11 ever drop the dol'rous tear *: 
^* Adieu the circled green, the buxom wkke^ 
** Since Colin's gone I tafie of nought but drear. 
*^ Stretch me, ye maidens, ftretch me on the bier^ 
<* And let mf grave-ftone thde true words adorns 
** A wretched maiden lies intombed here, 
^* Who &w a (hepherd brighter than the mom, 
•* Then pinM her heart away, and^'d of love fbrlonu^ 

xi. 

Much was I grieved at her piteous plaint, 
And greeted to myfelf, O happy Squire ! 
At length, though late^ thou haft found out a £unt^ 
Who, but for Colin, feels no warm dcfire. 
Pcrdie, quoth Satyrane, I her admire ; 
No lozel loofe Ihall here difcover'd be^ 
The other anfwer'd with his cheeks on fire. 
Now by my hallidom you foon fliall fee 
That words may with the heart full often ill agree^ 

XIL 
I, nought accoy'd, came up unto the fair. 
And fwore to love her all my length of life ; 
Then offer 'd her to gorgeous domes to bear, - 

Whore haidegiyes ar^ fi^uncM to harp and fife. 
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She feoD Sitgat (he was another's wife. 
And granted with me to defert the plain. 
Are iiich enfamples among women rife ? 
If fo, my Columbel I ne'er (hall gain^ 

But hunt around the world, and find my labours vault 

XIII. 
My lips I 'gan to royne in fell deipite. 
And forth I rufhed from her falfe embrace. 
Through the thick wood I wanderM day and nighty 
Ne met I living creature face to face : 
At length a rifing city far I trace ; 
Thither in hopes my hafty fteps I bend, 
Perchaunce, thought I, true Virtue may embrace 
The courtly dome, and from the country wend* 

Thus, when? we leafl expe(^, we often find a friend. 

XIV. 
At e*en the town I rcach'd, and eke a hall. 
Which waxen tapers made as light as day ; 
Fair jovilaunce fat on the face of all, 
And to the daunce the fprightly minftrels play. 
Each feemM as fportive as the wanton jay. 
The dame, who own'd the houfc, was paffing old. 
And had, it feems, that morning dealt away 
To her kind grandfon many bags of gold. 

Who took a bonnibcl to haven and to hold. 
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XV. .^• 

The bride was named Viola the fair, 
The loaded rofiere is not half fo fweet. 
Aye, aye, quoth I, enfamples are but rare 
To find fo many charms in one difcreet ; 
With you, fair lafs, I mean not now to treat. 
The fpringal was in wholfefome luftihed. 
And him by name of Pamphilus they gre^t ; 
He was to doughty chcvifance ybred, 
Yet oft in courtly halls the adive meafure led, 

XVI. 
The auncient dame they do Avara call. 
And much fhe hobbled as fhe trod the ground ; 
Yet many angels in her crumenal. 
If fair report fpeaks true, were always found- 
Where riches flow, there virtues too abound. 
Her pannikel was as a badger grey. 
And, as fhe walk'd the company around. 
It nodded with fuch force, that, by my fay, 
I thought it meant to fly from her old crag away. 

xvir. 

The lofty roof was fretted o'er with gold, 
And ail around the walls depeinten were 
With many hiftories of times of old, 
Which brought not muchel credit to the fair. 
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There Leda held her fwan, with flioulden bare. 
And here the dame of Ephefus was found, 

Lick other dames, whom my kind tongue fhall fpare, 

And here ftood Helen for her charms renown'd, 
Who foon her lord forfook, when ihe a lemaa foutxi, 

XVIII. 

And many a beauteous dame and courtly knight 

Came there the nuptials for to celebrate : 

Some vers'd to wing from bow the nimble flight, 

Some the near foe with brondir'n to amate ; 

Me too they welcome to the hall of flate ; 

With bel accoil they wifhed me to take 

A round or two, and choofe me out a mate : 

But my fond love, which nothing could ailake, 
Caus'd me to (light them all, for Columbella'a ikke. 

XIX. 

And now to artful fleps the floor rebounds, >j 

In graceful eafe the fliining beavys move, 

The noice like thunder at a ^fiance founds* 

Mean time I fat beneath a prpud alcove. 

And told Avara gentle tales o^ love. 

Thought I, in eld the paffions are more tame, 

And here by crait I may fucceisful prove ; 

For flic perforce muftnow be void. of blame 
As wife Uly ires' wixc, Penelope by name. 
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XX. 4 

Ne wants me gelt, which oft the mind mifleads 
To addons which it otherwife would fhun. 
The courtier lythe, if right report arccds. 
Will unawbipM to feize his vantage run ; 
And fo will moil men underneath the fiin ; 
Or be they patriot call'd^ or bard, or kni^t ; 
But when th^ once the gilded prize have won. 
They ieek to clear their name, with fhame bedight : 

Befits to fcour the fteel, when rufi offends the fight. • 
V XXL 

At every word I faid fhc look*d alkauncc, 

Then faid, in unfoot whlfpcrs, Fye ! Sir, fyc I ^ 

And tum'd ts though flie feemM to mind the*daunce, 

Nathlefs on me ihe caft a languid eye : 

Bliil by thy form, my iiefeft life, quoth I, 

Call your belgards upon an humble fla\'e ; 

From* love, alas I in vain my heart would fly ; 

Then with a word thy quailing leman favc, 

For if you frown, perdie, you doom me to the grave* 

XXII. 
It happ*d by chaunce ihe faw a golden heart 
With flaming diamonds around befet ; 
This, the whole guerdon of my tedious fmart, 
)i on a time, from Columbel did get. 



k, - 

.A 



As 



t "^9% 



At fimfi birds are caught in fowler's net. 
And 'cauie they fee no danger, none they tear : 
£y'n ib Avara her eyen here did fet, 
And turned round and whifperM in mme ear. 

Give me that di'mond heart: and be mine kmsm dear. 

XXIII. 
I flarted from the couch where I was pight; 
And fhus I her befpake with muchel rage, 

Avaimt, thou £iytor l^lie, thou imp of night ! 
I hate myielf that I ihould thus engage, 
On any terms to treat with wrizled age- 
So, forth I flung, and left the frowy witch 
Tp Ihare her bed with coachman, groom or page ; 
The caftle too I quit, mine ire was ficb,* 

And out I let dgain, though night was dark as pitch. 

XXIV. 
But did I here relate, fir Satyrane, 
The many weary miles I've travelled. 
What dangers I've affoil'd, yet all in vain, 
(For, by my truth, but ill my days I've ijped) 
Your hair would fland upright upon your head. 
I'hree hundred virtuous females, fide by fide, 
By me to Coliimbella muft be led : 
Can you dircd mc where for fuchto ride ? 

I cannot, in gopd footh, the courteous knight reply'd. 
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XXV. W 

The Squire purfuM his talc : *Tis now three years 

Since curft Avara's vifage firft 1 faw ; 

Convents I've tiy*d, but there the lufdoui freers 

The feir-fa<?d nuns to fornication draw ; 

Nor palaces are free from Cupid's law; 

His darts are fiercer than the levin-brond ; 

Few, very few, there 'fcape his niighty paw ; 

And thofe in golden palls, who proudly ftond, 
Had lever kifs their love's, than Keiar's royal hond. 

XXVI 

Fair Jenny of the mill I ftrove to win. 

And her benempt Paftora of the dale ; 

But they bilivc agreed with me to fm; 

One aik'd an owch, and one a watchet veil. 

Some wifh o'er every female to prevail ; 

My hope, my conqueft is to be deny'd. 

The ftage I've try'd, but there my projefts fail ; 

For there is fcarce a (ingle wedded bride 
But doth her hufband's noul with horns of ront provide. 

xxvir. 

As couthfiil fifliers at the benty brook, 

By various arts aflbt the feely fry, 

Now wriggling worms, now pafte conceals the hook. 

And now they hide it with a colour'd fly ; 
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This tdEies the perch, and that the tench's eye : 
So di^rent nymphs a diffVent charm in^es^ 
Some yield for vantage, fome for vanity ; 
A fongthis one, a daunce that maid delights: 
Man throm the wimble bait, and greedy woman bites. 

't xxvm. 

With forrow overhent, the other day * . 
I laid my weary limbs adown to nefl:. 
Where a tall beech o'erfpread the duiky way ; 
My noyous thoughts a dream awhile fupprefs'd. 
Oft weighty truths are in tWs garb ydrefs'd, 
Grapt that it fo may happea unto me; 
Then jQyance once again fhall footh this breaft, 
My pnpng foul ihall be irom anguiih fr^. 

And I ihall tsdUte true bli&f dear Coiumbel, with thee« 

XXIX. 
Medioa^^ I faw a figure ^ir and tail, 
A:nd gtnde Imiles ikt dimpling on her hcc^ 
Yet feensed of a beauty nought at all, 
'Till much-beholding did improve each grace; 
At length ihe feem'd too hie for human race. 
Her kirtle white might vie with winter Ihows, 
Ne could you aught of her fair boibm trace, ' 

Nought but her face would fbe to fight expoie, 

So modeft maiden wends, the frannion muchd ibows. 
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with vifa^ bland inethought (he hail'd me m I 
** Ne fear, quoth (he, a female's mild requeft* 
•• The bark by tempefts that is whirl'd aloft, 
^* At length, the tempeft o'er, enjoyeth re& 
** My name is Chaflity, though out of quel ' 
** With modem dames, yet thou (halt ftill furvey 
** A clime where beauty is with virtue bleft. 
** Good fortune ipeed you on your happy way ; 

*' Go, gentle Squire of Dames, and here no loogjer fliy« 

XXXI. 
** To fairy lond your infiant ]oun>cy bend, 
*^ There Columbel may find her will obey'^s 
*^ There Ckaftity may boafi of mahy a Mend, 
** Sheviilts there each rofy-featur*d maid. 
** Go on, nor be by former toils affray 'd : 
*^ Go, where yon oaks difplay their verdant pride, 
^^ 'Till, from the mountains torn, and fttipp'd of fhade, 
*^ On Neptune's billows they triumphant ride, 

^* Protect their happy lond, and conquer ail befide* 

XXXII. 
^^ Hail, happy lond ! for arms and arts renown'd, 
•* For blooming virgins free from loofe defire ; 
** A Drake, a Bacon, there a birth-place found, 
* * And chafte filiz^iime fhall e'er admire « 
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•* The hero wields the fword and poet*» lyre : 
** This Sidlxiey knew, who (liil with luArethiaeSt 
*f For whom Dan Spenfer wak'd the warbling quire, 
*^ And many more whofe names might grace hb lines ; 
** There round the warhour's palm the lover's myrtk 
** twines." 

xxxm- 

At this I woke» and now refplv'd to brave 
The utnu^ perils for my Columbel : 
For^ knowy I mean to crofi the briny wave^ 
Where Albion's chalky cliffs the fea repel : 
And| if no mage have laid the magic fpell, 
Perchatince my Iqt may be at length p find 
Three hundred nymphs^ who wicked lo^ can qudi ; 
If not, Tmuil defert all womankind. 
And, what me moil amates, leave Coliimbel behind, 

XXXIV. 

The Squire of Dames furceafed here his £iy. 
And forth he yode to feek the Britiih iile^ 
Sir Satyrane prick'd on his dapple-grey, 
N^ aught forefwonk he travelled many a mile 
To ipend hb days in hardiment and toil : 
But firft IB courteous guife they bid farev^-^ll. 
As well befits ^n bred in courtly foil. 
Now how the Squire has fped, or ill, or well, 
A future camo mayv perhaps^ atie^ure tetL 

XXXV. For 
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XXXV. 

For fee, how Phoebus welketh in the weft. 
My oxen from their yoke I muft untye, 
The collar much has chaufd their tender chcft. 
Who labours much the fwcets of reft Ihould try. 
To their warm nefts the daws and ravens fly 
Deep in the ruin'd dome or dulky wood ; 
And beafts and birds faft lock'd in dumber lye, 
Save the fell bat,. that flutters out for food, 
And the foothfajring ovi4, with her unlovely brood* 
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ARGUMENT. 

T/je Squire he iights on Bon-vivant, 
. IVbo ivens in Fairy Jbil^ 
Then views in Merlin*/ rnagic glafs 
-^ fight that ends his toiL 

m 

1. 

TO gain the point to which our foul afpires 
We nouriih toil, and reek hard labour fwect ; 
For this, thio* Greenland's frofts, or India's fires. 
The hardy failors death and dangers meet ; 



And 
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And the prow chieftain^ bolder than difcreef, 
In blood imbru'd purfues the martial fray, 
And lovers eke through life's loud tempers beat^ 
Led on by hope, that never-dying ray ; 

Hope wantons in her breail, and fbews with flow'rs the 
way. 

IT. 
And (ure of all mankind the Squire of Dames 
Shall fbnd the firft enfample of true love. 
Who aye, untouched by any foreign flames, 
PrefervM his paffion for his gentle dove. 
Blufh, moderA youths, whofe pulfes quickly move ^ 
Fondly you glote upon the witching fair : 
Yet, when a iweet enjoyment once you prove. 
You leave the nymph intangled in the inare, 

Her tears flow trickling down, her fingults pierce the air. 

m. 

O think of tranj^rts which ye whilom tailed, 
And let the glad remembrance charm your mind^ 
Be not the fruits of joyment quickly wafted. 
And to your heart her happy image bind : 

^ Think what (he merits who whilear was kindt 
Nor by inconftancy her peace deftroy ; 
Jnconftanqr, that monfter fell and blind. 
That, vaixUy fond of eveiy paffing toy. 

Treads .down its late delight, and poifons rapt'rxms joy* 

Vol. IV. K IV. Return 
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IV. 

Return we now unto our gentle youth , 

Whofe little bark daunc'd lightly on the maini 

His breaft divided at^^'een joy and ruth; 

Now gay ideas wanton in his brain, 

Now woe-begon his heart is rent in twain. 

On his fuccefs depends his Columbel ; 

And now he hopes, and now defponds ag^ ; 

The various turns of mind, when thoughts rebel , ■ . 

Sure pen mote ne'er defcribe, and none but lovers tell* 

V. 
Methinks I fee him on the beechy flrond, 
Where Neptune's waves afirap the fturdy pier ; 
His hardy fteed neighs at the fight of lond, 
In all adventures a moft faithful feer ; - 

And" through that city » he doth quickly fleer, • * - • 
Which Ethelbcrt to holy Auftin gave : 
The kings of Kent did erft inhabit here, 
Here haughty Becket funk into the grave, 

Here thro' the finiling meads Stoiu-e rolls his dimpling wave. 

VI. 
Long travell'd he, ne ventured to aflay 
The nymphs he met, for much he was affray'd 
To bribes or pray'rs few women would cry nay ; 
At flatt'ry's tongue full oft will virtue fode : 

™ Canterburv. 
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What Ihall he do ? to win his lovely maid 
He muft three hundred virtuous females findr 
Ferdie, quoth he, my fortune be eflay'd, 
m boldly try the ftrength of womankind : 
For craven heart, they fay, ne'er won fair lady's mind< 

vn. 

Sonm he prick'd, and from a rifing ground 

Difcem'd before him, in a diftant vale, 

A cafile fair : and auncient oaks around 

Did to the breeze their lofty heads avail ; 

A filver ftream refrefli'd the fragrant dale ; 

Their ledden loud fat oxen did repeat. 

And nibbling fheep difplay'd their fleeces pale. 

The woodbine fhed an odor matchlefs fweet. 

And to their patient dams the ffiiking lambkins bleat. 

VIII. 
To that fame cafUe our advent'rer yode. 

The merry birds him welcom'd on the way. 

An hundred flow'rs aumail'd the winding road, 

And all was bright, and all was palling gay; 

You would have fworn it was the month of May. 

Withouten drad he thunders at the gate, 

Who wons within, or giant, knight, or fay. 

Shall ne'er, in footh, our imp of fame amate : 

Unto the fummons loud the portal opens fbeit. 
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IX. 

And forth there ifTued the fenefchal^ 

Of middle age he was, if right I ween. 
He was in perfonage both plump and tall, 
Ne feemed he to tafle of dol'rous teen, 
Ne wrinkle deep was on his forehead feen. 
But jovifaunce fat balking on his brow. 
At every word he fpoke, he faiil'd at-ween, 
His temples were ycrown'd with myrtle bou^. 
And virelays he fong with matchlefs grace^ I vow* 

X. 

** Whoe'er thou art, thrice welcome to thefe plai&i, 

** Where bitter dole ne'er (hows her hateful head, 
** Good-fellowihip wons here, and free from paint 
'* Both youth and eld the paths of pleafiire tread; 
*' Catch flying blifs, ne be by aught foreiaid ; 
*^ Think that this life is but a little fpan ; 
** Then laugh, and fport, and fhun all dreiyhed^ 
*• Thy rolling days in prefent pleafuies plan, 
** Come, ipend thy hours in joy^, thou fon of mortal- man* 

XI. 

•* Know'il thou my name ! I am I'Allegro hight, 

** Let me conduft thee to our jovial hall, 
*' Where Bon-vivant in re\'el8 fpends the night,. 
Who bids a hearty welcome unto all. 
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•• Or wear he red crofs-fl:ole$, ot paynim pall/* 

With that he lad him with a courtly air 

Into a chamber deck'd for feafl and ball ; 

And though no tede« or tapers glimmer'd there. 

Yet all witliin wa^ bright, as all without was fair. 

Xll. 
As at the cloie of an hot Aimmer's day, 

When Phoebus in the weft deferts the iky, 

Bright ftreaqis of light along the xther play. 

And though his fi'ry orb forfake our eye, 

The beamy guihes gild each objedl nigh ; 

The piunted meads are ting'd with golden light, 

And rivers roll their glitt'ring waters by'; 

So in this houfe of joy with eafe you might 

Perceive celeiUal rays, that cheriihM human iight. 

xm. 

The Squire of Dames his jolly hoft falewM, 
And 6on*vivant his hoad in friendship prefs'd ; 
'* Come, fit thee down, and tafte our choiceft food ; 
*• Wc <;ntertake, quoth he, no vulgar gucft» 
•• EnuPd to toil, come ta{le the fweets of reft, 
•* Doff thy hard arms, this famite garment wear, 
•• This better far thaii maij fhall bind thy breaft, 
*• Thia coronal fhall deck thy auburn hair ; 
^ Puih the brifk groblet roimd, and drown intruding circ. 
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XIV. 

** For 118 the lark attunes his morning ibng, 

* * For us the fpring depeints her every flower, 

** To footh our flecp yon fountain purls along, 

*^ And oaks to (hade us twine into a bow'r, 

** The penfive bard fits many a watchful hour, 

" In ditty fweet, to carol forth our praife : ' 

•' While valour ipends his days in dole and (lour, 

*' We, ' wifer we, undying trophies raif<? 

'* To ever-bloomihgblifs, ne reek what wifdom fays, 

XV, 
** With.fprightly notes we make the welkin ring, 

*' In mazy daunce we* tread the chequcrM ground, 

*' To yielding nymphs tranfported ihepheitlf fing, 

'* Ne hard misfare emongft oiu* train is founkl* 

>' The fimple fwain, who looks with cark aftoun'd 

*' Becaufe his leman ill rewards his care, 

** Oh, let him ftond to all a lout renown'd, 

** Ne gibing fcom her twitting bords forbear; 

'* Are there not other nymphs lefs coy, and full as fair ?'* 

XVI. 
At this the Squire we?:M pale, ** Ne cath it is, 

*' Moft courteous knight, he cry'd, for to remove 

" The thoughts of her in whom we place all blifs." 

Q\K)th Bou'vivant, '* What, then thou art in love? 
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" That I am fo thefe many iingults prove," ^ 

Returned the Squire. L* Allegro then replyM, 

** Thou'dft better wend to yonder willow grove, 

** Where flioals of lovers hanging fide by fide, 

" Feed the vile carrion crows, and heighten female pride.'* 

XVII. 
With that he braft into a fcomful laugh, . , , 

And much abafh'd appear'd our conftant Squire ; 

The other fportfiil the brilk vintage quaff. 

While thus. the fprmgal ; '* Yes,..! do afpire 

•* To love the feireft of the female quire. 

*^ Three hundred virtuoiis damfels in tliis ifle 

**J came to find." ** Perdie, your odd defire, 

•* Quoth Bon-vivant, will aik theie muchel toil ; 

*•* Aad .thou ihak travel too full many a weary mile. 

xvin, 

** 'Tis hot enough the condu6t of the fair 
** Is'form'd by frowning virtue's firifteft leer: 
** The blatant-beaft does here in pieces tear 
** The fame of thofe ybred in fchool fevere ; 
** His rankling tongue throughout the rolling year 
** With baleful venom every thing confumes ; 
** Where beauty's fplendor gilds our northern fphefc 
** He flyly creeps, and to defiru6tion dooms 
** The honour of the fpring, and wifdom's caily bloom o. 

XIX. 

** The brindled lyon in the lonely wood 

'* Hides his grim afpedt from the fig^t of men ; 

K4 <*Thc 



<* The pardelis and libbard's fpotted brood 

** Refide contented in fequefterM den; 

** Not fo the blatant-beaft, he lives in ken 

** Of the proud city or well-peopled town; 

** Thence with detefted fiiry he will rcn, 

^* Ne fpare the prelate's lawn, or monarch's crown: 

<' All fares alike with him, for all be tumbleth down,; 

XX. 
** What then avails it to be fair or wife? 

'* Or what avails it to be warlike knight ? 

** Where-e*er the monfter cafts his fi*ry eyes, 

*^ Each grace, each virtue fickens at the fight. 

^* Then, goodly Squire, until the morning's light 

** Quaff the thick darknefs of the night away; ' 

*^ And, when the mom fhall rife, in arms bedigfat 

** Proceed, and luck attend you on your way; 

•* Algates we wifh in truth with us you'd ever flay," 

XXI. 
The Squire agrees, but vows, when riiing mom 

Shall gild the glitt'rand portals of the eaft, 

Himielf he will in habergeon adorn. 

And feek around the ifle the blatant-bead : 

Mean while in buxom m\rth they fpend the feaft. 

Ill feres the mortal man too much who knows ; 

Oft fliall he wifh himfelf from thought releaft ; 

The fatal knowledge in his bofom glows, 

And mars his golden refl, and murders fofc repofe, 

xxn. s 
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XXIL 
Sir Chauntickcr now eyM the rifing day, 

And caird dame Partlet from her vetchy bed ; 

Now wakeful Phofpher fpreads his gleamy ray^ 

And the pale moon conceal'd her filver head ; 

The cattle ijrouze the lawn with dew befpread. 

While eveiy bird from out the bulkets flies. 

Then to the field our lover iflued ; 

But fleep had feal'd 1* Allegro's droufy eyes, 

And Bon-'vivant alfo in downy {lumber lies. 

XXIII. 
Our Squire, withouten drad, purfu'd his way. 

And look'd around to fpy this monfler fell. 

And many a well conceited roundelay 

He fung in honour of his Columbel : 

Mote he, perchaunce, deftroy this fpawn of hell, 

How eafy were the talk to him affign'd 1 

The lond of Fairy doth each lond excel j 

View there the paragons of womankind ; 

View the bright virgins there, and leave thy heart behind. 

XXIV. 
Ah ! lever fhould'ft thou try the females there 

Than thus unwife another courfe puriiie; 

There every nymph is innocent as fair: 

Try what 1 here advance, you'll find it true. 

Hard is our fate while blifs in in^pes we few. 

Some deadly fiend to blait oui joy appears; 

Contentment fweet, alas 1 is known to few. 

Thus 
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Thus for awhile the fun the welkin chears, 
But foon he hides his head, and melts in dropping teajTs* 

XXV. 

Life is a fcene of conteck and diflrefs, . . 

Ne is it longer than a winter's day; 
And fhall we make our few enjoyments leis? 
Far from my cot, thou blatant-beaft, away. 
No hufband's noul will I with horns array, • 

Ne fhall my tongue its venom'd malice wr^ak 
On tuneful bards, whom laurel crowns apay ; 
Ne will I 'gainft the comely matron fpeak, 
Or draw one pearly drop down beauty's rofydne^, • 

XXVL : : : ^ 

The Squire of Dames rode on with muchel tine. 

And, as he caft afkaunce his greedy look, 

He fatw empight beneath an auncient piae 

A hoary fliepherd leaning on his crook : 

His falling tears increas'd the fwelling brook : 

And hfe did figh as he would break his heart. 

*' O thou deep-read in forrow's baleful book,^ 

*' The Squire exclaim'd, areed thy burning fmart; 

** Our dolors grow more light when we the tale impart." 

XXVII. 
To whom the fwain reply'd, " O gentle youth, 

** Yon fruitful meads my num'rous herds poflefs'd, 

*' My days roll'd on imknown to pain or ruth, 

And one fair daughter my old age yblefs'd; 

K' Oh, 
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«* Oh, had you feen her for the wake ydrefs'd 
f * With kirtle ty*d ^yith many a colour'd ftring, 
** Thy tongue to all the world had then confefsM 
*♦ That flic was flieener than the pheafant's wing, 
• * And, when flic rais'd her voice, no lark fo foot could ling, 

xxvm, 

** In virtue's thews I bred the lovely maid, 

♦* And flie right well the leflbns did purfue; 

*' Too wife flie was to be by mati betray 'd ; 

♦'. But the curft blatant-beaft her form did view, 

♦* And round our plains did fpread a tale untrue, 

♦* That Rofabella, ipurning rtiarriage band, 

•* Had felt thofe pangs which virgin never knew, 

** And that Sir Topas my poor girl trepann'd ; 

** He, whQ in fable ftole doth in our pulpit fland. 

XXIX. 
** Nay, more, the hellifli monfter has invented, 

*' How a young fwain on Shannon's banks yborn 

*• (Had not my care the deep-laid plot prevented) 

** Would from my arms my Rofabel have born. 

** Have I hot caufe to weep from rifing mom 

*' 'TiU Phoebus welketh in the weflern main, 

** To fee my dearling's fame thus vildly torn ? 

** Have I not caufe to nourifli endlefs pain ?" 

At this he deeply figh'd, and wept full fore again. 

XXX. 

" Curft be this blatant-beaft, reply 'd the Squire, 

" That thus infefts your fea-begirted ifle; 

** Shew 



«* Shew me his face, that I may wreak mmt be 
** Upon this imp of hell, this monfter vile** 
** Away from hence not paffing fure a mile, 
** Might I advife you, you had better wend,** 
Retum'd the fwain, ** deep-read in magic-ftylc 
** There Merlin wons, foe him to be your friend ; 
** And left you mifs your way, myfelf will you attend/* ' 

XXXI. 

Together now they fcek the hermitage 

Deep in the covert of a dulky glade. 

Where in his dortour wons the hoary fage. 

The mofs -grown trees did form a glotomy ihade. 

Their ruftling leaves a folemn muiic made. 

And fairies nightly tripp'd the awefiil green, ' 

And if the tongue of fame hath truth difplay'd. 

Full many a fpe^re was at midnight feen, 

Torn from his earthly grave, a horrid light ! I ween« 

XXXII. 
Ne rofc, nc vi'let, glads the chearlefs bow'r, 

Nc fringed pink from earth's green bofom grew. 

But hemlock dire, and every baleful flow*r 

Might here be foimd, and knots of myftic rue. 

Clofe to the cell fprong up an auncient yew. 

And flore of imps were on its boughs ypight. 

At his behcfts they from its branches flew. 

And, in a thoufand various form bedight, 

Frifk'd to the moon's pale wain, and revell'd all the night, 

XXXHL Around 
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XXXIII. 
. Around the cave a clull'ring ivy Ipread 

In wide embrace his oxTer-twining arms, 

Within, the wails with charaders beipread 

Declared the powerful force of magic charms. 

Here drugs were plac'd dellnidive of all harms^ 

And books that deep futurity could fcan : 

Here fiood a fpell that of his rage difarms 

The mountain lyon 'till he yields to man ; 

With many fccrets more, which fcarce repeat I can* 

XXXIV, 
The Squir^ of Dames deep enters in the cell ! 

What will not valiant heart for beauty dare? 

His borrel fere here bids his friend farewell. 

And home be wends renewing cark and care. 

When, louting low with a becoming air. 

The youth cry'd out, *• O thrice renowned mage, 

<« Vouchfafe to cure me of my black difpair ; 

*^ For thou not only art grown wH^ through age, 

'^ But art of mortal man by far the wifeft fage/* 

XXXV. 
Then Merlin with a look benign reply'd, 

(For he was bred with every courteous thew) 

** I know t^rmake fair Columbel your bride 

^* The blatant-beaft you through the lond purlue ; 

'* The fate of empires now demands my view, 

** And for awhile denys my pre&nce here ; 

** Soon in this cell I'll thee again falew^ 

**^«ut; 
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** What moft thou lik*ft partake withoutcn iesLt, 

^* Share all my cave affords, nor think I grudge my chear« 

XXXVI. 
** Yet mark my counfel, open not that door^ 

'* Left thou repent thy follies when too late, 

'^ Ten thouiand pangs ihall make thy heart fiill forc^ 

** For horror fcouls behind that heben gate, 

'' And future ills fhall thy dear peace amatc; 

*' There ftands a mirror, wrought by magic leer, 

*' In which are read, the dark decrees of fete, 

** And whom you wilh to fee will ftreit appear, 

" Devoid of art's fhlfe maik, to human eye-fight clear« 

XXXVII. 
'^ Ah how unlike the godlike man he feem'd 

*' In this my glafs the patriot I've defcry^d, 

*' By the vile rabblement a faint efteem'd ? 

''^ He's oft a wretch compos'd of floth and pride i 

*' And Kcfars too, not feldom deify'd, 

• ' With other men their vice and follies fhare ; 

* ^ And by my mirror if the nymph be try'd, 

*' It will without referve the truth declare, 

*' Xe flatter head that's crown'd, ne flatter face that's fidr. 

XXXVIII. 
** Once more let me advife thee, gentle Squire, 

*'. Forbear to look at this fame magic glafs; 

** Do not too raflily into fate enquire— 

** But I to foreign ftronds awhile muft pais**' 
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Th' unweeting youth cry'd to himfelf, ** Alas ! 

** Would I could know the lot to me affign'd 1" 

" Patience, quoth Merlin, doth all things furpafs.** 

Then to his car were winged dragons join'd, 

With which he fails thro' air, and far outftrips the wind. 

XXXIX. 
And now the Squire furveys the lonefome cave. 

His wav'ring mind is in a whirlwind toll, 

And now the mirror he refolves to brave, 

And now he finds his boailed courage loft. 

At length determined whatfoe'er it coft, 

To fee the glafs, he darts into the cell ; 

And, left his eyes by vild retrait be croft, 

Thrice he invokes his lovely Columbel. 

As Adam fell of yore, the Squire of Dames yfell* 

XL. 

The heben doors full widely he diiplay'd, . 

And faw the lovely queen of all his heart. 
Fair as the lily in the watry glade, 
Bright as the mom, and bright withouten art. 
Through every vein he feels a thrillant fmart : 
For the dear maid lay on her bed undrefs'd, 
And, may I unreprov'd (he truth impart. 
She hugg'd a lufty ftripling to her breaft. 
Whom file full clofely clipp'd, and wantonly careis'd* 

XLI. 
*' O fay tor felfe, O wicked imp of night!** 

Exclaim'd the Squire aftbund, ** ahi wellaway ! 

'*Let 
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** Let Erebus in pitchy ftole bedight 

•* With fouleft fprites the fons of men aflfray, 

•* Arid blot for ever the fair face of day. 

** Ye haggard lifters, found my paffing-bell; 

** Oh! ne*er believe, ye youths, what women fay- 

** O lofel loofe, O impious Columbei I" 

Then like a ftean to earth full heavily he fell. 

XLIL 
There fhall we leave him, for my leaky boat 

Lets in the water, and I muft recure 

Her much worn-hulk, that fcarcely now can float-. 

And moor'd in harbour (he fhall ride fecure ; 

Then if I can a pilot wife procure, 

Mayhap I may again hoift forth my fail. 

And other hardy voyages endure 

Through fhelves and (hallows : now the adverfe gale 

Gives me fome time to reft, and loud with joy I hail* 



GLOSSARY. 

Amail, enatnel. Kefirel, an hawk 

Avale, bow Lrvin-brond, thunj^r-bolt 

Brond-iron, a fword Leddcn, language. 

Blatant-bral>, detraction or qiry Pannikd, crown of ^he head 

Buikets, bulhes To royne, to bite, or gnaw 

Borrel ftr«, clownilh companion Recure, to repair 

Crumenal, purfe Sib, an uncle 

Coronal, crown or garland Springal, a routh 

Fortilagc, fort Wimble, ihiftifig to and ir» 

Flight, arrow Yodc, went. 
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On the Death of a Lady's OwL 

. By the same. 

TH E Owl expires I death gave the dreadful word. 
And lovely Anna weeps her fav'rite bird. 
Ye feather'd choir, in willing throngs repair. 
And footh the forrows of the melting fair ; 
In founds of woe the dear^^eparted greets 
With cyprefs ftrew, ye doves, the green retreat; 
The fateful raven tolls the paffing-bell. 
The folemn dirge be fuhg by Philomel ; !" 

Sir Chanticleer, a chief of hardy race, 
Shall guard from kites and daws the facred place. 
With yoiu" juft tears a bard fliall mix his own, 
And thus, in artlefs verfe, infcribe the flone. 

EPITAPH.. 
INTERRED within this little fpace 

The bird of wifdom lies ; 
Learn hence, how vain is every grace, ; 

How fruitlefs to be wife. 

Can mortal flop the arm of Death, 

Who ne'er compaffion knew* ? 
He I Venus* lover robb'd of breath ; 

He, Anna's darling flew. . : * c. 

I -Adonis. 

Vol. IV. L Ah, 
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Ah, happy bird, to raife thofe fighs 
Which man could ne'er obtain ! 

Ah, happy bird, to cloud thofe eyes 
That fir*d each kneeling fwain ! 

Thrice bleis'd thy life, her joy, her blifs. 
Thrice blefsM thy happy doom ; 

She gave thee many a melting kifs. 
She wept upon thy tomb. 




The VANITY of Human Wishes- 

THE 

Tenth Satire of JUVENAL, 

IMITATED 

By Dr. SAMUEL JOHNSON. 

Lt T " obfervation with extcnfive view, 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager flrife. 
And watch the bufy fcenes of crowded life ; 
Then fay how hope and fear^ defire and hate, 
O'eripread with (hares the clouded maze of fate. 
Where wav'ring man, bctray'd by vent*rouf pride 
To tread the dreaiy paths without a guide; 
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As tteach^Dcm phantoms in the mift delude^ 
Shuns fancied ills, or chafes airy good ; 
How rarely reafon guides the fhibborn choice. 
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the fuppliant voice ; 
How nations ifink, by darling fchemes opprefs'd, 
Wheti vengeance lii):ens to the fool's requeft. 
Fate wings with every wifli th* afflictive dart. 
Each g^ft of nature, and each grace of art j 
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows, 
'With fatal fwectnefs elocution flows ; 
Impeachment ftops the fpeaker*8 powerful breath, 
And refUefs fire precipitates on death. 

* But, fcarcc obferv'd, the knowing and the bold, 
Fall in the gen'ral maflfacre of gold ; 
Wide-wafting peft I that rages unconfinM, 
And crowds with crimes the records of mankind ; 
For gold his fword the hireling ruffian draws. 
For gold the hireling judge diftorts the laws ; 
Wealth heap'd on wealth nor truth nor fafety buyi i 
The dangers gather as the treafures rife. 

Let hift'iy tell, where rival kings command, 
And dubious title fhakes the madded land, 
When ftatutes glean the fefufe of the fword. 
How much more fafe the vaffal than the lord. 
Low fculks the hind beneath the rage of pow*r, 
And leaves the wealthy traytor in the Tow'r, 

» Vcr. 12— 2z. 

L z Untouch'd 
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Untouched his cottage, and his flumbers ibuDd, 
Though coftfifcation's vialtures hover round. 

The needy traveller, ferene and gay, 
Walks the wild heath, and fings his toil away. 
Does envy feize thee ? crufh th' upbraiding joy, 
Increafe his riches, and his peace deftroy. 
New fears in dire viciffitude invade. 
The ruftling brake alarms, and quiv'ring fhade. 
Nor light nor darknefs bring his pain relief. 
One Ihews the plunder, and one hides the thief. 

Yet ° Hill one general cry the ikies aflails, 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales ; 
Few know the toiling fhttelman's fear or care, 
Th' infidious rival and the gapiug heir. 

Once P more, Pcmocritus, arife on earth, i 

With chearful wifdom and inllrudtive mirth. 
See motley life in modern trappings drefs'd. 
And feed with varied fools th' eternal jeft : 
Thou who could'ft laugh where want enchain'd caprice, 
Toil crufh'd conceit, and man was of a piece ; 
Where w«alth unlov'd without a moiuner dy'dj 
And fcarce a fycophant was fed by pride ; 
Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate, 
Or feen a new-made mayor's unwieldy ftate ; 
Where change of fav'rites made no change of law s, 
And fcnates heard before they judg'd a caufe ; 

o Vcr. 23 — 27. P Ver. 28 — 55. 
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How wouldft thou iKake at Britain's modifh tribe, 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe ? 
Attentive truth, and nature to decry. 
And pierce each fcene with philofophic eye. 
To thee were folemn toys or empty fliew. 
The robes of pleafure and the veils of woe : 
All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain, 
Whofe joys are caufelefs^ and whofe griefs are vain. 

Such was the fcom that fiU'd the fage's mind. 
Renew 'd at every glance on humankind ; 
How jufl: that fcom ere yet thy voice declare, 
Search every ftate, and canvafs every prayer. 

^ Unnumber'd fuppliants crowd Preferment's gate, 
Athirft for wealth, and burning to be great ; 
Delufive Fortune hears th' inceflant call. 
They mount, they fhine, evaporate, and fall. 
On every ftage the foes of peace attend. 
Hate dogs their flight, and infiilt mocks their end. 
Love ends with hope, the linking flatefman's door 
Pours in the morning worfliipper no more ; 
For growing names the weekly fcribbler lies, 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies ; 
From every room defcends the painted face, 
That hung the bright Palladium of the place, 
And fmoak'd in kitchens, or in audions fold. 
To better features yields the frame of gold ; 

<l Ver. 56—107. 

L 3 For 
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Through all his veins the fever of renown 
Spreads from the ftrong contagion of the gown ; 
O'er Bodley's dome his future labours ipread. 
And « Bacon's manfion trembles o'er his head« 
Are thcfe thy views ? proceed, illuflrious youth^ 
And Virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth ! 
Yet fhould thy fpul indulge the generous heat, 
'Till captive Scieqce yields her laft retreat ; 
Should Reafon guide thee with her brighteft ray. 
And pour on milly doubt refiftlefs day ; 
Should no falf^ Kindnefs lure to loofe delight. 
Nor Praife relax, nor Difficulty fright ; 
Should ^tempting Novelty thy cell refrain. 
And Sloth efFufe her opiate fiimes in vain ; 
Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart,^ 
Nor claim the triumph of a letter'd heart ; 
Should no Difeafe thy torpid veins invade. 
Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy (hade; 
Yet hope not life from grief or danger free, 
Nor think the doom of man revers'd for thee ; 
Deign on the paffing world to turn thine eyes, 
And paufe awhile from letters, to be wife; 
There mark what ills the fcholar's life aflail, 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail. 

2 There Is a tradition, that the ftudy of friar Bacon, built on an arch 
over the bridge, will fall, when a man greater than Bacon fliall pafs 
tinder it. 

See 
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8ce nations flowly wife, and meanly juft, 
To buried merit raife the tardy buft- 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 
Hear ■ Lydiat's life, and Galileo's ^ end. 

Nor deem, when Learning her lafl prize beflows, 
The glittering eminence exempt from woes ; 
See when the vulgar 'fcape, deipis'd or aw'd, 
Rebellion's vengeful talons feize on Laud. 

a A very learned divine and mathematician, fellow of New College, 
Oxford, and re^r of Okerton, near Banbury. He wrote, among many 
others, a Latin treatife, De Natura Coeli, and in which he attacked the 
fentiments of Scaliger and Ariflotle ; not beariog to hear it urged that 
fome things are true in philofophy and falfe in divinity. He made 
above fix hundred fermons on the harmony of the evangelifls. Being 
unfuccefsful in publifhing his works, he lay in the prifon of Bocardo at 
Oxford, and the King's Bench, until Bifhop Ufher, Dr. Laud, Sir Wil- 
liam Bofwell, and Dr. Pink, releafed him, by paying his debts. He pe- 
titiomed king Charles I. to be fent in Ethiopia, to procure MSS. Hav- 
ing ipoke in favour of monarchy and bifhops, he was plundered by the 
parliament forces, and twice carried away prifoner from his re£^ory, and 
aftewards had not a fhirt to fhift him in three months unlefs he bor- 
rowed it. He died very poor in 1646. 

b Galileo, the inventor of the telefcope, born February 19, 1564, 
and died January 8, 1642, N. S. For afiferting the truth of theX^oper- 
nican fyflem he was perfecuted by the Jefuits, and confined {bm'€ 
years in the Inquiiition. By unremitted attention to aftronomical pur- 
fuits, he impaired his eyefight, and pafled the three concluding years of 
his life in a ftate of total blindnefs. 

From 



From meaner minds, though fmaller fines contest 

The plunder'd palace, or fequefter'd rent ; 

Mark'd out by dangerous parts he meets the fhock ; 

And fatal Learning leads him to the block : 

Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep ; 

£ut hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and fleep. 

The * feflal blazes, the triumphal ftiow, 
Theravifh'd flandard, and the captive foe,- 
The ienate's thanks, the gazette's pompous tale. 
With force refifUefs o'er the brave prevail. 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Afia whid'd. 
For fuch the fl-eady Romans fliook the world ; 
For fuch in diflant la/ids the Britons fhine. 
And ilain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; 
This pow'r has praife, that virtue fcarce ca^ warm. 
Till feme fupplies the univerfal charm. 
Yet reafon frowns on War's unequal game. 
Where wailed nations raife a fingle name. 
And mortgag'd dates their grandfires wreaths regret. 
From age to age in everlalling debt ; 
Wreaths which at lafl: the dear-bought right convey 
To nift on medals, or on ftones decay. 

On ^ what foundation flands the warrior's pridcj 
JIow juft his hopes let Swedifli Charles decide ^ ; 

c Vcr. 133 — 146. d Ver. 147 — 167. 

* Charles the Xllth, king of Sweden. 

A frame 
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A firame of adamant, a foul of fire, 

No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 

O'er love, o'er fear^ extends his wide domain, 

Unconquer'd lord of pleafure and of pain ; 

No joys to him pacific fcepters yield, 

War founds the trump, he ruQies to the field ; 

£ehold furrounding kings their pow'r combine, 

And one capitulate, and one refign ; 

Peace courts his hand, but fpreads her charms in vain ; 

** Think nothing gain'd, he cries, 'till nought remain, 

** On Mofcow's walls till Gothic flandards fly, 

** And all be mine beneath the polar Iky." 

The march begins in military ftate. 

And nations on his eye fulpended wait ; 

Stern Famine guards the folitary coaft. 

And winter barricades the realm of Froft; 

He comes, not want and cold his courfe delay;— 

Hide, blufhing Glory, hide Pultowa's ^ day : 

The vaaquifh'd hero leaves his broken bands, 

And fhews his miieries in diflant lands ; . 

Condemn'd a needy fupplicant to wait, 

While ladies interpofe, and flaves debate. 

f The battle of Poltowa, fo fatal to the ambition of Charles the 
Xllth, was fought 29th June, 1709. From that time to November 
1714 the Swedilh hero remained in the Turkiih dominions aij exile 
' from his country ; while his enemies, taking advantage of his abfence, 
poflefled themfelvcs of fuch part of his kingdom as they had any prc- 
tcniions to claim. 

But 



But did not Chance at length her error mend ? 
Did no fubverted empire mark his end ? 
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wouilS ? 
Or hoftile millions prefs him to the ground ? 
His fall was deftin'd to a barren ftrand, 
s A petty fortrefs, and a dubious hand ; 
He left the name, at which the world grew pale. 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

All ^ times their fcenes of pompous woes afford. 
From Perlia's tyrant to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hoflility, and barb'rous pride, 
With half mankind embattled on his fide, • 
Great Xerxes comes to feize the certain prey. 
And ftarves exhaufted regions in his way ; 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er, 
'Till counted myriads footh his pride no more; 
Frefh praife is try'd 'till madnefs fires his mind, 
The waves he lafhes, and enchains the wind; 
New pow'rs are claim'd, new pow'rs are ftill beflow'd, 
'Till rude reliftance lops the fpreading god ; 
The daring Greeks deride the martial fliow, 
And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe ; 
Th' infulted fea with humbler thoughts he gains, 
A lingle IkifFto fpeed his flight remains ; 
Th' incumber'd oar fcarce leaves the dreaded coaft 
Through purple billows and a floating ho ft. 

£ He was Ihot at the fiegc of Frederickftiall, on the ift December, 
I- 18. 1^ Ver. 168—187. 

The 
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The bold Bavarian >, in a lucklefs hour, 
Tries the dread fummits of Cefarean pow'r. 
With unexpe6ted legions burfts away, 
And fees defencelcls realms receive his fw ay ; 
Short fway ! fair Auftria fpreads her mournful charms, 
The queen, the beauty, fets the world in arms ;. 
From hill to hill the beacons roufing blaze • ^ 

Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praife ; 
The fierpe Croatian, and the wild Huflar, 
And all the fons of ravage crowd the war ; 
The baffled prince in honour's flatt'ring bloom 
Of hafty greatnefs find the fatal doom. 
His foes derifion, and his fubjeds blame, 
And fteals to death from anguifli and from fhamc. 

Enlarge ^ my life with multitude of days. 
In health, in fickneft, thus the fuppliant prays ; 
Hides from himfeif his flate, and fhuns to know, 
That life protraded is protracted woe. 
Time hovers o'er, impatient to deftroy, 
And (huts up all the pafl&ges of joy : 

i On the death of Charles VI. emperor of Germahy, which hap- 
pened the 20th of Oflober, 1740, the elector of Bavaria afpired to the 
Imperial diadem, and procured himfeif to be ele<fled and crowned. 
His rcign was however fhort and unfoccefsful. The late emprefs, fup- 
ported by her allies, overcame every attempt to eftablifti him on the 
hrone ; and in 1745 he died, as is fuppofed, of a broken heart. 

k Ver. *88— 283. 

> In 
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In vain their gifts the bounteous feafons pour, 

The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow'r; 

With liftlefs eyes the dotard views the^ore, 

He views, and wonders that they pleafe no m^re ; 

New pall the tailelefs meats, and joyleiii wines. 

And Luxury with fighs her flave refi^«. 

AppFoach, ye minftrels, try the foothilig ftrain. 

And 3deld the tuneful lenitives of pain : 

No founds, alas I would touch th* impervious ear^ 

Though dancing mountains witnefs Orpheus iiear. 

Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow'rs attend. 

Nor ftveeter-naufic of a virtuous friend. 

But everlafting did^ates crowd his tongue, 

Perverfely grave or pofitively wrong. 

The ftill returning tale, and ling'ring jeft, 

Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd guefl, 

While growing hopes fcarce aw e the gath'ring fheer, 

And fcarce a legacy can bribe to hear ; 

The watchful guefts ftill hint the laft offence, 

The daughter's petulance, the fon's expence, 

Improve his heady rage with treach'rous ikill. 

And mould his paffions 'till they make his will. 

Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade, 

Lay fiege to life, and prefs tlie dire blockade ; 

But unextinguifli'd Av'rice flill remains, 

And dreaded lolTes aggravate his pains ; 

He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands. 

His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands ; 

Of 
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Or views his coffers with fufpicious eyes, 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies*: 

But grant, the virtues of a temperate prime 
Blefs with an age exempt from fcorn or crime : 
An age that melts in unperceiv'd decay^ 
And glides in modeft innocence away ; 
Whole peaceful day Benevolencie endears, 
Whofe night congratulating Confcience chears ; 
The general fav'rite, as the gen'ral friend ; 
Such age there is ; and who could wiih its end ? ' 

Yet ev'n on this her load Misfortune flings. 
To prefs the weary minutes' flagging wings : . 
New forrow rifcs as the day returns, 
A flfler flckens, or a daughter ^lourns* 
Now kindred merit Alls the fable bier. 
Now lacerated friendfhip claims a tear* 
Year chafes year, decay purfues decay^ 
Still drops fome joy from withering life 'away j 
New forms arife, and different views engage. 
Superfluous lags the vet'ran on the ftage ; 
*Till pitying Nature ligns the laft releafe. 
And bids afflicted worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like thefe await. 
Who fet unclouded in the gulphs of Fate, 
From Lydia's monarch fliould the fearch defcend, 
By Solon caution'd to regard his end, , 

Jn life's laft fcene what prodigies furprife. 
Fears of the brave, and follies of the wtfe ? 

4 Fran 
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From Marlb'rough's \ tyes the ftrcams of dotage fikw j 
And Swift expires a driv'ler and a ihow. 

The "» teeming mother, anxious for hei* race, 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face : 
Yet Vane could tefl what ills from beauty fpring ; 
And Sedley ^ curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs of rofy lips and radiant «ye8, 
Whom Pleafiire keeps too bufy to be wife. 
Whom Joys with foft varieties invite 
By day the frolic, and the dance by night. 
Who frown with vanity, who finile with art. 
And aik the latent fafhion of the heart. 
What care, \Wiat rules your heedlefs charms fliall fave, 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your flave ? 
Againft your fame with fondnefs hate combine9| 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. 
With diftant voice negle6led Virtue calls, 
Lefs heard and lefs, the faint remonftrahce falls ; 
Tir'd with contempt, fhe quits the flipp*ry reign. 
And Pride and Prudence take her feat in vain. 
In crowd at once, where none the f>aft defend, 
The harmlefe Freedom, and the private Friend. 

1 The celebrated John Duke of Marlborough. 

n^ Sir Charles Sedley, whofe daughter, afterwards countefs of D#r- 
chcttcr, was miftrcfs to king James II» 

'^ Ver. 289—345. 
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The guardUhfif yrelcJ, by force fuperior jlyM 5 
By Inf'rtftj Pmdence ; and by Flatt'iy, Pride. 
Now beauty falls betray M, deQ>is'd, diftrcfll. 
And hifling iniarffy proclaims the reft* 

Where • thea Ihall Hope and Fear their objefts find > 
Miift «fad Stxfpence corrupt the fla:gnant mind ? 
Miift helplefs man, in ignorance fedate, 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his &te ? 
Muft BO dMKke sdarm^ no wifhes rife. 
No cries attempt the mercies of the ikies ? 
£nquirer, ceaie, petitions yti remain. 
Which heav'n may hear ; nor deem religion vain* 
Still raiie for good the fupplicating vpice. 
But leave to heav'n the meafure aiid the choice* 
Safe in his powV, whofe eyes difcem a&r 
The fecret ambufh of a fpecious prayV, 
Implore his^ aid, in his deicifions reft. 
Secure, whatever he gives, he gives the bcft* 
Yet when the fenfe of facred prefence firet, ^ 

And ftrong devotion to the ikies aipires. 
Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind. 
Obedient pafiions, and a will reiign'd ; 
For love, which fcarce colleftive man can fill; 
For patience, fov'reign o'er tranfmuted ill ; 
For faith, that panting for a happier feat. 
Counts death kind Nature's fignal of retreat % 

« Ver. 346—366. 
Vol. IV. M Thcfe 
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Thefe good* for man the laws of heaven ordaui,- 
Theie goods he ^ants,. who grants the powV to gapi-; 
With theie celeftial Wifdom cakns the mind^ 
And makes the happinels ihe does n6t find. 

- 

■■ ■ - ■ 

The TEARS of OLD MAY-DAY. 

By Edward Loveybond, £f^ 

LED by the jocfunid train of vernal hours 
And vernal airs, uproie the gentle May ; 
Bluihing ihe rofe, and blufiiing rofe the iBow'rii 
That fprung fpontaneons in the genial ray* 

Her locks with heaven's ambrofial dews were brij^t. 
And am'rous zephyrs fluttered on her breaft ; 

With every fliifting gleam of morning light 
The colours fhifted of her rainbow veil. 

Imperial enfigns gracM her imiling form, 
A golden key, and golden wand ihe bore ; 

This charm^ to peace each fullen eaftern florm. 
And that unlocks the Summer's copious fiorer 

Onward 



Onward in confcious majefiy fhe cam<^^ 
The grateful honours of mankind to tafte { 

To gather faircft wreaths of future feme, 
And blend frelh triumphs With her glories paft^ 

Vain hope ! ho more in choral bands unite 

Her virgin votVies, and at early dawn. 
Sacred to May and Love's myfierious rite, 

Bniih the light dew-dropd ^ fit)m the ipangled lawn* 

To her no more Augufta's * wealthy pride 
Pourii the full tribute from FotOfi's mine ; 

Nor frefii-blown garlands village maids providOj 
A purer oflfVing, at her ruftic ihrine. 

No more the Maypole^s verdsint height around 
T6 Valour's games th' ambitious youth advance j 

No merry bells and tabots' fprightlier found 
Wake the loud carol, and the fportive dance* 

Sudden in petifive fadnefi droop'd her head. 
Faint on her cheeks the blufhing crimfon dyM-«« 

** O ! chafte vidtorious triumphs, whither fled ? 
** My maiden honours, whither gone V* ihe ciy*d, 

* Alladlng to the country cuftom of gathering May-dew^ 
^ The |>Ute gtrlands of London, 

M z Ah.J 



Ah ! once to &me and bright dpminkm bom. 
The Earth and ihfuling Ocean fa\^ -^ riie. 

With time coeval and the flar i^£ipom. 
The firft, the i^iiieft dangh^r of thq fkifiu 

Then, when at heayeii's prolific rpaiufate Sprung 

The radiant beam of new-created day, 
Celeffial harps, to airs of triimiph ftrung, 

Hail'd the glad d^ym, and angels callM me M A7» 

Space in her emp^ regions heard the ibund^ 
And hills, and dales, and rocks, and vuJkjs rung ; 

The fun exylted in his glorious round. 
And fhouting placets in their courles fimg. 

For ever then I led the conftant year $ 

Saw Youth, and Joy, and Love's enchanting wUes ; 
Saw the mild Graces in my train appear. 

And infant Beauty brighten in my finiles. 

No Wintci; frowa'd. In fweet embrace ally*d. 
Three Cfler Seafons danc*d th* eternal green; 

And Spring's retiring foftnels gently vy'd 
With Autumn's blufh, and Summer's lofty mien. 

Too foon, when man prophan'd the bleffings giv'n. 
And Vengeance arm'd to blot a guilty age. 

With bright Aflrea to my native heav'n 
I fled, and flying law the Deluge rage : 
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Ssw buriling clouds ecliple the noontide bi^ams. 
While founding billows from the mountains roIPd, 

With bitter wave^ polluting all my fh-eams, 
My ne^tar'd ftreams, that flow'd on fands of gold. 

Then vanilh*d many a fea-girt ifle and grove. 

Their forefts Hoating on the wat'ry plain : 
Then, lam*d for arts and laws deriv'd from Jove, 

My Atalantis « funk beneath the msdn. 

No longer bloomM primeval Eden*s bowers, 
Nor guardian dragons watch*d th* Heiperian fteep : 

With all their fountains, fragrant fruits and flow'rs, 
Tom from the continent to glut the deep. 

No more to dwell in fylvan fcenes I deign'd. 

Yet oft defcending to the languid earth, 
With quick'ning'powVs the fainting mafs fuftain*d. 

And wak'd her flumb'rihg atoms into birth. 

And every echo caught my raptured name. 
And ev^ry virgin breathM her am'rous vows, 

And precious wreaths of rich immortal fame, 
Show'r'd by the Mufes, crown'd my lofty brows. 

But chief in Europe, and in Europe's pride, 
My Albion's favour 'd realms, I role adorM ; 

And pour'd my wealth, to other climes deny'd. 
From Amalthea*s horn with plenty ftor*d. 

c See Plato. 
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Ah me! for t^qw a younger rival claimi 
My ravifhM honours, and to her belon£ 

My choral dances, and viaorious games. 
To hp: my garlands and triumphal fong* 

Q iay what yet untaited bounties flow. 
What purer joys await her gentle reign ^ 

Do lilies £%jrer^ vi'lets fweeter blow ? 
And warbles Philomel a fofter firain ? 

Do morning funs in ruddier glory rife ? 

Does ev'njng fim her with ferener gale^ ? 
Do clouds drop £itnefi from the wealthier ikiet i 

Or wantons Flen^ ifi h^r happier vales i 

Ah ! no : the l^lunted beams of dawning li^t 
Skirt the pale orient with uncertain day ; 

And Cypthia, riding on the car of night. 
Through elouds embattled fidntly wins her way^ 

Pale, immature, the blighted verdure fprmgs, 
Nor moi^fiting juices feed the fwelling flow'r | 

Mute all the groves^ nor Phijiomela fings 
When filence Mens at the midnight hour. 

I^or wonder, man, that Nature's bafhful face, 
And opening charms her rude embraces fear : 

Js ihe not fprung of April's wayward race, 
The fickly 4aughter of th' unripen'd year ? 
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With fhow'rs and fiinfliine in her fickle eyes. 
With hollow ibiles proclaiming tr^ach'roas peace; 

With blnfties, harboring in their thin difguife 
The blaft that riots on the Spring's increafe. 

Is this^the fair invefted with my fpoil 

By Europe's laws, and Senates' ilem command : 
Ungen'rous Europe, let me fly thy foil. 

And waft my treafures to a grateful land : 

Again revive on Afi&'s drooping fhore 
My Daphne's groves, or Lycia^ancient plain : 

Again to Afric's fultry fands refldS - 
Embow'ring fhades, and Libyan Amnion's £me : 

Or hafte to northern Zembla's favage coaft, 
There hufh to filence elemental flrife; 

Brood o'er the region of ^mal Fi-pft, 
And fwell her barrel w'oiiib with heat and life. 

Then Britain^— 'here fhe ceased. Indignant grief. 
And parting pangs her fault'ring tongue fupprefi ; 

Veil'd in an amb^r cloud, fhe fought relief. 
And tears, and filcnt anguifh told the refl» 
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By BiJt^^.W. W.H.tT-E.B»-3tI).- ■■■■!'' '" 

,._._ ^ . -. ,.. ::r -■../. i--'^ 

YE belies, and ye flirts, and je pert little things. 
Who trip in this irolicfouie round. 
Pray tell me from whence this indecency fprings, 
Th« fexes at once to confound : ., . ' 

What means the cock'd hat, and the niafciiline; ,«atil J 



With each motion delign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes were intended to languifli, not flare,-, 
^d ibftncfs the teft of yoiir fex. 

n. . . 

The girL'wlra on hgtiity depnid» fbr fepporf, ' ' 

M^ji call every, art rg her aid, 
The bofom difplay'd, and the pefdcoat Ihort, " ' 

Are famplea file givei of hcF trade. 
Bnt you, on whom Fortune indulgently finilet, 

And whom Pride has preferv'd from the fnare, 
Should llily attack us with coyneis and wiles, 

Not with open and infolent air. 






IIL 

The Venus whofe ftatue delights all mankind, 

Shrinks tnodefUy back from the view, 
And kindly Ihould feem by the artift defign'd 

To feiye as a model for you. 
Then l^m with her beauties to copy her air. 

Nor venture too much to reveal ; 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 

And double each charm you conceal. 

IV- 

The blyfhes of Morn, and the mjWnefs of May, 

Are charms which no art can ptocure; 
O ! be but yourfelves, and our homage we pay^^ 

And your empire is folid and fure. 
But if Amazon-like you attack your gallants^ 

And put us in fear of our lives, 
You may do very well for fiftcrs and aunts ; 

But, believe me, you'll never be wives. 



The 
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The Bene D I CITE Paraphi:afed. 



« ' 



By the Rev. Mr. MerjlickS 

I. 

YE works of God, on him alone. 
In earth his ^potflool, heaven his throne, 
Be all your praife beftowM; 
Whctfe hand the beauteous fabric made, 
Whofc eye the finifli'd work furvey*d, 
And faw that all was good. 

II. 

Ye angels, that with loud acclaim 
Admiring view'd the new-born frame. 

And hail'd th* eternal King ; 
Again proclaim your Maker's praiie, 
Again your thankful voices raife. 

And touch the tuneful firing. 

' James Merrick of Trinity College, Oxford. He took the degree of 
M. A. the nth of Nov. 1742, and died at Reading the 5th of January 
1769. He publifhed a tranHation of Triphiodorus in I739> and a ver- 
fion of the Plalms in 1765. 

III. Praife 



m. 

Praiie him, ye blefi'd aetherial plaint, 
Where, in full majefiy, he deigns 

To fix his aweful throne : 
Ye waters, . that above him roll. 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole, 

Oh! make his praifes known ! 

IV. 
Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, powers. 
Join ye your joyful fongs with ours, 

With us your voices raife ; 
From age to age extend the lay. 
To heaven's eternal Monarch pay 

Hymns of eternal praiie. 

V. 

Coeleftial orb ! — ^whofc powerful ray 

Opes the glad eyelids of the day, 

Whofe influence all things own; 
Praiie him, whoje courts efiiilgent ihine 
With light, as hr excelling thine, 

As thine the paler moon. 

VI- 

Ye glitt'ring planets of the llcy, 

Whoie lamps the abient fun fupply. 

With him the fong purfue; 
And let himfelf fubmiffive own. 
He borrows from a brighter Sun 

The li^t he Icnfb to you. 

Vn. Yc 



VII. , . . , 

Ye (Iiow'rs, and dews, tvhofe moi^iird flied 
Calls into life the opening feed, "^ , 

To him your praifcs yield ; 
Whofe influence wakes the genial birth,^ 
Drops fatneis on the pregnant earth. 

And crowns the laughing field. 

VIII. 
Yc winds, that oft tempefluous iwtep 

The ruffled furface of the deep, . 

With us confefs your God ; 
See, through thef^av'ns, the King Off kiHgf, 
Up-borne on your' expai^^ded wing^. 

Comes flying all abroad. 

IX. 

Ye floods of fire, whete-e*er ye flow, 

With juft fubmiffion humbly bow 

To his fuperior powV ; 
Who flops the tempefl on its way. 
Or bids the flaming deluge fbay. 

And gives it flrength to roar. 

X. 

Ye fummer*s heat, and winter's cold, 

By turns in long fuccefiion roU'd, 

The drooping world to chear ; 
Praife him, who gave the fun and moon, 
To lead the various feafons on, 

And guide the circling year* 

A XI. Ye 
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XT. 

Ye frofts, that bind the watery plain, 

Ye filcnt Ihow^rs of fleecy rain, 

Purfue the heav*nly theme ; 
praife him, who fheds the driving Ihow; 
Forbids the hardened waves to flow, 

And flops the rapid flream* 

xn. 

Ye dzys and nights, that fwiftly bom. 
From mom to eve, from eve to mora. 

Alternate glide away; 
Praife him, whole never- varying light, 
Abient, adds horror to the night. 

But prefent gives the day« 

xm. 

light,— from whofe rayj all beauty iprings, 
Darknels— whofe wide^expanded wings 

Involve the dulky globe ; 
Praiie him, who, when the heav'ns he ipread, 
Darknels his thick pavilion made. 

And light his regal robe. 

XIV. 
Praife him, ye light'nings, as ye fly, 

Wing'd with his vengeance through the Iky, 

And red with wrath divine ; 
Praife him, ye clouds, that wandering flray^ 
Or fix'd by him in dole array, 

Surround his a\\ efal ihrine. 



XV, Exalt, 
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XV. 

Exalt, O earth ! thy heav'niy King, 

Who bids the plants, that form the fpringf^ 

With annual verdure bloom ; 
Whofe frequent drops of kindly rain. 
Prolific fwell the rip'ning grain, 

And blefs thy fertile womb. 

XVI. 
Ye mountains, that ambitious riie^ 

And heave your fummits to the ikies^. 

Revere his awefiil nod ; 
Think how you oncfe affrighted fled. 
When Jordan fought his fountain-heacf^ 

And own'd th' approaching God. 

XVII. 
Ye trees, that fill the ruMl fccne, 

Ye flowers, that o*er th* enamell'd green 

In native beauty reign ; 
O ! praife the Ruler of the Ikies, 
Whofe hand the genial fap fupplies. 

And clothes the imiling plain. 

xvm. 

Ye fecret fprings, ye gentle rills, 
That murm'ring rife among the hills. 

Or fill the humble vale ; 
Praife him, at whofe almighty nod 
The rugged rock diflblving flow'd, 

And form'd a fpringtng well. 

XIX. Praife 
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XIX. 
Praife him, ye floods, and feas profound, 

Whofc waves the fpacious earth furround. 

And roll from Ihore to Ihore; 

Aw*d by his voice, ye feas, fubflde, 

Yc floods, within your channels glide. 

And tremble and adore* 

XX. 

Ye whales, that flir the boiling deep, 

Or in its dark recefles fleep. 

Remote from human eye ; 
Praife him, by whom ye all are fed^ 
Praife him, without whofe heav'nly aid 

Ye languifh, faint, and die. 

XXI. 
Vc birds, exalt your Maker's name, 

Begin, and with th' important theme 

Your artlefs lays improve ; 
Wake with your fongs the rifmg day. 
Let mufic found on every fpray. 

And fill the vocal grove. 

XXII. 
Praife him, ye beafts, that nightly roam 

Amid the folitary gloom, 

Th' expedted prey to feize ; 

Ye flaves of the laborious plough, 

Your ftubbom necks fubmiflive bow. 

And bend your weary 'd knees. 



KXnLYe 
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xxm. 

Yefonsof men, his praife tffplay, i 
Who ftampt his image on your chy. 

And gave it pow^r to move ; 
Ye, that in Judah's confines dweD, . ' 

From age to age ftiGceffirc teH 

The wonders of his love. • ^ 

xxrv. 

Let Levi's tribe the lay pidoBgy 
'Till angels liften to the i<mgy 

And bend attentive down : * ' 

Let wonder feize the heavenly train, ' 

PleasMy while they hear a mortal ilrain. 

So fweet, fo like their own. 

And you, your thankful voices join. 
That oft at Salem's facred fhrine 

Before his altars kneel ; 
Where thron'd in majefty he dwells, 
.And from the myftic cloud reveals 

The didbtes of his will. 

XXVI. 
Ye fpiritf of the juft and good^ 

That, eager for the blefl abode^ 

To hcav'nly manfions foar : 
O ! let your fongs his praife difplay, 
•Till heav'n kfelf (hall mdt away, 

And time fhall be no more. 

. - XXVIL Prailc 



xxvn. 

Pmte him, ye meek and humble train^ 
Yr faints, whom hid decrees ordain, 

The bouhdlel^ bliis to fhare ; 
O! praifehim, till ye take your way 
To regions of eternal day, 

And reign for ever there. 

xxvm. 

t.et us, who how impaffive ftand, 
AwM by the tyrant's ftcm conuhand. 

Amid the fiery blaze: 
While thus we ti^mpLin the flame. 
Rife, and our Maker's love proclaim, 

In hymns of ehdleis praife. 



An O D E TO F AN C Y. 

By thb sam£. 

FANCY, whofe delufions vain 
Sport themfelves with human brain. 
Rival thou of Nature's pow*r, 
Caolfr, from thy exhaufUeis (lore. 
Bid ft tide of forrow flow. 
And whelm the foul in deepeft woe : 

Vol. IV- N Or, 
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Or, in the twinkling of ah ^c, 
Raife it to mirth and jollity. 
Dreams and fhadows by thee iland. 
Taught to run at thy command^ 
And aloxig the wanton air 
Flit like empty Goffimer. 
Thee, black Melancholy of yore 
To the fwift-wing'd Hermea bore ; 
From the mixture of thy line. 
Different natures in thee join. 
Which thoti chuieil to expreft 
By the variance of thy drefi. 
Now like thy fire thou lov*ft to feem. 
Light ^nd gay with pinions trim, 
Dipt in all the dyes that glow 
In the bend of Iris' bow : 
Now like thy mother drear and fad, 
(All in inpumful veflments clad, 
Cyprefs weeds and fable ftole,) 
Thou rulheft on th* affrighted foul. 
Oft I feel thee coming on, 
When the night hath reached her noon. 
And darknefs, partner of her reign. 
Round the world hath bound her chain, 
Then with meafur'd ftep and flow. 
In the church-yard path I go, 



And 
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And while my outward fenfbs ^kep. 

Loft in contemplation jdcep, 

Sudden I ftop, and turn my ear^ 

And lift'ning hear, or think I hear. 

Firft a dead and fullen found 

Walks along the holy ground ; 

Then through the gloom alternate break 

Groans, and the fhrill fcreech-^owPs fliriek. 

Lo ! the moon hath hid her head. 

And the graves give up their dead : 

By me pafs the ghaftly crowds. 

Wrapt in vifionary ihrouds ; 

Maids, who died with love forlorn, 

Youths, who fell by maiden's fcom, 

Helplefs fires, and matrons old^ 

Slain for fordid thirft of gold. 

And babes, who owe their ihorten*d date 

To cruel ftep-dames ruthlefs hate : 

Each their fev'ral errands go, 

To haunt the Wretch that wrought their troc ; 

From their fight the caitiff flies. 

And his heart within him dies ; 

While a horror damp and chill 

Through his frozen blood doth thrill, 

And his hair for veiy dread 

Bears itfelf upon hb head. 

N 2 ' When 
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Whtn. the eniy hratdtcfda^ 
Hsidi made the ihadows flee awi^ ; 
Stiil po&&'d by thee I rove 
Bofoai'd in the ffadt'iing grotet 
There, with heart and lyre neir firnD|^ 
Meditate the lofty &ag; 
And if tfaoa my voice infpirey 
And with wixdedfrcoarir fircy 
Aiided by thee I bniid the rhyme, 
Soldi, aa.nar die fSf^ of time. 
Nor waiHng fiame^ nor eatbq^ ihow% 
Nor li^itning's biail can e'er devonr* 
Or if chance ions morai page 
My attentive diOQ^kts engjige^ 
On I walk, with iiknt tread. 
Under the diick-woven (hoAt^^ 
Whiie the dimih, imhceded by. 
Tones her arttsis miniirdfy. 
LifPning to their iacred lore, 
I thinl on ages long pa^ o^cr. 
When Truth and Virtarfhand fai hjoi 
Walk'd upon the ixniUng land* 
Thence my eyes on Britain ^ance. 
And, awaken'd from my trance. 
While my bafy thong|its I rear. 
Oh I wipe the idling tear* 



WiM 
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y^htia the night again defcends 

fijid her fhadowy cone extends, 

P'er the fields I walk alone. 

By the filenpe of the moon. 

Hark ! upoii my left I hear 

Wild mufic wand'ring in the air ; 

^d by the found I onward creep, 

And through the neighboring hedge I peep ; 

There I fpy the Fairy band 

Dancing on the level land, 

Now with fiep alternate bound, 

Join'd in one continued round. 

Now their plighted hands unbind. 

And fuch tangled mazes wind 

As the quick eye can fcarce purfue. 

And would have puzzled that famM clue, 

Which led th' Athenian's unikill'd feet 

Through the LabynRtl^ of Crete. 

At the near approach of day. 

Sudden the mufic dies away, 

Wafting in the fea of air, 

And the phantoms difappear. 

AH (as the glow*worm waxes dim) 

Vanifh like a morning dream. 

And of their revels leave no trace, 

^ve the ring upon the gra&. 

N } )Vhwi 
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When the elfin {bow is fled. 
Home I hafle me to my bed ; 
There, if thou with magic wand 
On my temples take thy fland, 
I lee in mix'd diforder die 
All that flruck my waking eyes. 
So when I fland and round me gaze^ 
Where the famM Lodona ftrays ; 
On the woods and thickets browo. 
That its iedgy margin crown^ 
And watch the vagrant clouds that fly 
Through the vaft defart of the iky,^ 
When adown I caft my look 
On the imooth unruf&od brook, 
(While its current clear doth run. 
And holds its mirrour to the fun,) 
There I fee th* inverted fcene 
Fall, and meet the eye again* 



The 










The M O N K I B S, a T A L K. 



By ijie Sain^. ■ 

WHOE'ER with curioui^.€ye has rangM 
Through Ovid's tales:, iaa feen 
How Jove, ioceos'd, to monkies chang'd ;" 

A tribe of worthlefs meiu . 

Repentant foon th* offending race 

Intreat the injur'd pow'r, 
To give them back the human face, * 

And reafon's aid reftore. 

Jove, iboth'd at length, his ear inclin'd, 

And granted half their prayer ; 
But t'otiier half he bade th^ wind 

Difperfe in empty air. 

Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod 

, That ihook the vaulted Ikies, 
With haughtier air the creatures ftrode, 
And ftretch'd their dwindled fize. 

N 4 Th<" 



The haif in euils luxori^int now 
Anmnd thekr ttmples ^mead { 

The tail that whilom himg below^ 
Now dani^ from the head. 

The head remains ut^hang'd withm^ 

Nor alterM much the face ; 
It fiin retains its native grin, 

And all its old grimace. 

Thus half transformed, and half the &me|^ 
Jove bade them talpi^their place, 

(Refioring them thei^, ancient claim) 
Among the human racp. 

Men with contempt the brute furvey'd|. 

Nor would a name beftow $ 
But woman Uk'd the motley breed| 

And call'd the thing s| Beau* 



An 



E «» 3 




An EPITAPH. 

Bj Dn John Jortin*. 

OU^ te fub tenera rapuerunt, Paeta, juventi, 
O utinam me crud^lia fata vocent ; , 
Ut linquam terras invifaque I|unina folis, 
Utquc tuus ru|fum corpore fixn po^to«- 

Tu caye Lethaeo contiagas ora liquoie, 

Et cito venturi lis memor, oro, viri. 
^e fequar obfcurum per iter : dux ibit eunti 

Fidus amor, tenebras lampade dilcutiens. 

THUS TRANSLATE D^ 

By Mr. Merrick, 

THEE, Pacta, death's relentlefs Kknd 
Cut oflf in eariieft bloom : 
Oh \ bad the htes for me ordain'd 
To fharc an equal doom ; 

> Author of the Life of Srafmus and other learned works. He was 
re^or of St. Dunftan's in the Eaft and Keniingtoni and archdeacon •£ 
X«ondoa. His death happened 5th September^ 1 770^ in the 72d year 
•f his age* 

^ With 



With joy this bufy world I'd leave. 

This bated light refign. 
To lay me in the peaceful grave. 

And be for ever thine. 

Do thou, if Lethe court tl^ lip, 
To taftQ its ilream forbear » 

Still in thy Soul his image keep. 
Who hafics to meet thee there. 

Safe o^cv the dark aqd dreary ^ore. 
In quell of thee I'll roam ; 

Love with his lamp fhall run before. 
And break the circUng gloom. 



VERSES 
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I S ient to Dean Swift on his B 
with Pike's Horace finely boiind. 



Y 



Written by Dr. J. S i can «. 
[Horace ipeaking.] 

OU*VE read, Sir, in poetic flrain. 
How Varus and the Mantuan fwain 

Have on my birth-day been invited 

(But I was forc'd in verfe to write it) 

Upon a plain repaft to dine, 

And taile my old Campanian wine ; 

But ly who all pundilio's hate, 

Though long familiar with the great. 

Nor glory in my, reputation, 

Am come without an invitation^ 

And though I'm us'd to right Falemiany 

I'll deign for once to taile lernian ; 

But fearing that you might difpute 

(Had I put on a common fuit,) 

^ A phyiician. He was fhot by a ruffian while tptfelUag in hispoft- 
chalfci nearNapIes^ about the month of June^ 1753* 

My 



Mj breeding aild my politefle, 

I vifit in a birth-day drefs ; 

My coat of pufeft Tiirkcy-red, 

With gold cmbroid'ry richly {pi«ad ; 

To which IVe fure as good preten&qpM^ 

As Iriih lords who itarve on penfions. 

What though proud minifiers of fiate 

Did at your ai^tichamber wait ; 

What though your Oxfords, and your SU John's, 

Have at youir If^ee paid attenclance; 

And Peterborough and great Ormond, 

With many chiefs who now are dormant, * 

Have laid afide (he general's ttaff 

And public cares, with you to laugh ; 

Yet I fome friends as good can name. 

Nor leis the dariing fons of fame ; 

For fure my PoUio and Maecenas 

Were as good (tatefmen, Mt. Dean, as 

Either your Bolingbroke or Hariey, 

Though they made Lewis beg a parley ; 

And as for Mordaunt, your lov'd hero, 

ni match him with my Drufus Nero. 

You'll boaft perhaps your fav'rite Pope ; 

But Virgil is as good I hope, 

I own indeed I can't get any 

To equal Helfliam and Delany; 

Since Athens brought forth Socrates, 

A Grecian ifle Hippocrates ; 

5 Since, 



Since TuUy liv*d before my time, ' 
And Galen blefsM another clime. 

You*ll plead perhaps to my requeft. 
To be admitted as a gueil, 
Your hearing's bad — but why fuch feits ? 
I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears ; 
And tor that reafon wifely took 
The fonn you fee me in, a book. 
Attacked, by flow-devouring moths^ 
^y rage of barb'rous Huns and Goths, 
By Bentley's notes^ my deadlieft foes, 
By Creech*8 rhimes and Dunfter's profe ; 
I found my boafted wit and fire 
In their rude hands almofl expire : 
Yet flill they but in vain afTail'd, 
For, had their violence prevailed. 
And in a blaft deflroy'd my i^me^ 
They would have partly mifs'd their aim ; 
Since all my fpirit in thy page 
Defies the Vandals of this age. 
^Tis yours to fave thefe fmall remains 
From future pedants muddy brains. 
And fix my long-uncertain fate, 
Tou bell know hov»-,--.v;hich v/ay ? — tranflate. 



VERSES 
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VE'RSES written in a GARDEN. 
By Lady Mary Wortley Montague, 

SEE how that pdr of billing doves 
With open murmurs own their loves | 
And, heedlefs of cenforious ^^es^ 
Purfue their unpolluted joys : 
No fears of future want moleft 
The downy quiet of their neft i,- 
No mt'refl: join'd the happy p^. 
Securely bleft in Nature's care, 
While her dear didbtes they purfue : 
For conftancy is nature too* 

Can all the dodbine of our fchoolS} 
Our maxims, our religious rules. 
Can learning to our lives enfure 
Virtue fo bright, or blifs fo pure ? 
Tlie great Creator's happy ends. 
Virtue and pleafure ever blends : 
Jn vain the church and court have try'd 
Th' imited eflence to divide ; 
Alike they fmd their wild miftake. 
The pedant prieft, and giddy rake* 
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A N 

ANSWER to a LOVE-LETTER. 

By the Samb. 

IS it to me, this fad lamenting Uttzm : 
Arc heaven's choiceft gifts beftowM in vsdn ? 
A plenteous fortxme, and a beauteous bride. 
Your love rewarded, gratifyM your pride : 
Yet leaving her— *tis me that you purfue 
Without one fingle charm, but being new. 
How vile is man ! how I deteil their ways 
Of artful falihood, and deiigning praife ! 
Taflelefs, an eafy happinefs you flight, 
Ruin your joy, and mifchief your delight. 
Why fliould poor pug (the mimic of yoiu* kind) 
Wear a rough chain, and be to box confinM ? 
Some cup, perhaps, he breaks, or tears a fan,^— 
While roves unpunifli'd the deflroyer, man. 
Not bound by vows, and unreftrain'd by fhamc. 
In fport you break the heart, and rend the feme. 
Not that your art can be fuccefsful here, 
Th* already plunder'd need no robber fear : 



Nor 
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Nor fighs, nor charms, nor flatteries cati mxMi 
^ob well feoirM againfl: a fecond knre« 
Once, and but once, that devil charm'd my nund ; 
To leafon deaf, to obfenration blind ; 
1 idly hopM (what cannot loTe perfnade !) 
My fbndnefs equal'dj and my love repi^'d i 
Slow to diftnifi, and willing to believe. 
Long huih'd my doubts, and did m3rfelf deceive : 
But oh i tod foon — this tale would ever laft ; 
Sleep, deep, my wrongs, and let me think 'em p^« 
For you, who mourn with counterfeited grief. 
And aik fo boldly like a begging thief. 
May foon fome other nymph inflidt the pain. 
You know fo well with cruel art to feign ! 
Though long you (ported haVe with Cupid's dart, 
You may fee eyes, and you may feel a hearts 
So the brifk wits, who flop the evening coach. 
Laugh at the fear that follows their approach ; 
With idle mirth, and haughty fcom defpife 
The paffenger's pale cheek, and flaring eyes t 
But, feiz'd by Juflice, find a fright no jefl, 
And all the terror doubled in their brcafl. 



In 
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[n Anfwer to a LADY who advifed 
RETIREMENT. 

. By the sam£« 

YOU little Know the heart that you advife ; 
I view this various fcene with equal eyes ; 
In crowded courts I find myfelf alone, 
And pay my worlhip to a nobler throne. 
Long fince the value of this world I know, 
Pity the madnefs, and deipife the fhow. 
Well as I can my tedious part I bear, 
And wait for my difmiffion without fear. 
Seldom I mark mankind's detefted ways, 
Not hearing cenfure, nor affeding praife ; 
And, unconcern'd, my future ftate I tnift 
To that fole Being, merciful and juft. 
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Addrefs of the S T A T u B s at Stow b,' 
To LORD COBHAM, 

ON HIS RETURN TO HIS ^RDENS. 

FROM every Mufe and every art thy own, 
Thy bow'rs our theatres, thy mind our throne ! 
Hail I to thy virtues naanumiz*d from ftate ; 
Hail ! to thy leifiire to be wifely great. 

Fetter'd by duties and to forms enllav*d, 
How timely have thy years a remnant fav'd ! 
To tafte that freedom which thy fword maintain'd. 
And lead in letter'd eafe, a life unpain'd : 
So Scipio (Carthage fall'n) refign'd his plume. 
And fmil'd at the forgetfiilnefs of Rome. 
O greatly blefs'd ! whofe evening fweeteft (hines, 
And in unclouded flownefs, calm 'Reclines ! 
While free refle6tion with reverted eye, 
WanM from hot noon- tide and a troubled iky. 
Divides life well : the largeft part, long known 
Thy country's claim ; the laft and bell thy own. 

2 Here 
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Here while detach'd, thy felf-fupported foul 
HefuiTKs dominion, and efcapes controul ; 
Moves with a grandeur, monarchs wilh in vain, 
Above all fears ^ ftorms, dangers, hopes or pain ; 
A glance fometimes from thy fafe fununit throw, 
And fee the dufty world look dim below : 
Through the dark throng difccrn huge Haves of pride 
Should'ring unheeded Happinefs aiide ; 
Thwarted and pufh'd and lab'ring into name, 
And dignify'd with all the dirt of fame ; 
Then with a fmile fuperior turn away, 
And lop th* exuberance of fome ftraggling fpray ; . 
Wind through thy mazes to ferene delight. 
And from the burfting bubbles fhade thy fight. 

Yet where thou fhin'ft^ like heaven behind a cloud. 
Moving like light, all piercing, though not loud ; 
The Mufe fhall find thee in thy bleft retreat, 
And breathe this honeft wifli at Cobham*s feet : 
Frefh as thy lakes, may all thy pleafures flow I 
And breezy like thy groves, thy pafiions blow ! 
Wide as thy fancy, be thy fpreading praife ! 
And long and lovely as thy walks, thy days * 



O 2 ODE 
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O D 

ON THE 

D E A TH of Mr. P E L H A M.. 

By Mr. Gar rick. 

An. honeft man* s' the nobleft work qfGod^ PoPE. 

T ET others hail the rifing fun, 

I bow to that whole courfe is run, 

Wluch fets in endlc6 night ; 
Whofe rays benignant blefsM this ifle, 
Made peaceful Nature round us foiile 

With calm, but cheerful light. 

No bounty paft provokes my praife, 
No future proipecSts prompt my lays, 

From real grief they flow ; 
I catch th' alarm from Britain's fears, 
My forrows fall with Britain's tears, 

And join a nation's woe. 

a Henry Pclham, Efq; brother to the duke of Newcaftle, at the time 
of his death firil commifiionery chancellor> and under-trcafurer of ihe 
Kxche^uer. 
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See — 2iS you pafs the crowded ftrect, 
Defpondence clouds each face you meet. 

All their loft friend deplore t 
You read in every penfive eye, 
You hear in every broken figh, 

That Pelham is no more. 

If thus each Briton be alarmM, 

Whom but his diftant influence warm'd, 

What grief their breafts muft rend, 
Who in his private virtues blefs'd, 
By Nature's deareft tyes poflTefs'd 

The Hulband, Father, Friend ! 

What ! mute, ye bards ?— no mpumful verfe. 
No chaplets to adorn his hearfe, 

To crown the good and juft ? 
Your flowers in warmer regions bloom. 
You ieek no penfions from the tomb, 

No laurels from the duft. 

When powV departed with his breath. 
The fons of Flattery fled from death 2 

Such infe(^s fwarm at noon. 
Not for herfelf my Mufe is grievM, 
She never aik'd, nor e'er received, 

One minifterial boon. 
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Hath fome peculiar ihange o&nce 
Againft us ann'd Omnipotence, 

To check the nation's pride ? 
Behold fh* appointed punifhment ! 
At length the vengeful bolt is fent. 

It fell-^when Pelham dy'd ! 

Unchecked by fhapae, unaw'd by dread. 
When Vice triumphant rears her head. 

Vengeance can deep no more : 
The evil angel fblks at large, 
irhe good fubmitSy rpfigns his charge, 

And quits th* unhallow'd fhore. 

The fame fad morn ^ to church and fbtCf 
(So for our fins 'twas fixM by fate) 

A double ftroke was giv*n ; 
Black as the whirlwinds of the north, 
St. John's fell Genius iffu'd forth, 

And Pelham fled to heav'n ! 

By angels watch'd in Eden's bow'rs 
Our parents pafs'd their peaceful hours. 

Nor guilt nor pain they knew ; 
But on the day which ufher'd in 
The hell-bom train of mortal fin, 

Thy heav'nly guards wijthdrew. 

^ The 6th of March, 1754, was remarkable for the publication of 
works of a late JLord^ and the death of Mr, Pelham. 
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Look down, much honourM fliade, bclp\y, 
Still let thy pity aid our woe ; 

Stretch out thy healing hand ; 
Refume thofe feelings, which on earth 
Proclaimed thy; patriot love and worth, 

And fav'd a finking land. 

Search with thy inore than mortal eye 
The breafts of all thy friends : defcry 

What there has got pofTeflion, 
See if thy unfufpeding heart, . 
In fome for truth miilook not art, 

For principle, profeflion. 

For thefe, the pefts of human kind. 
Whom royal bounty cannot bind, 

Protedt our parent King : 
Unmalk their treach*jy to his fight, 
Drag forth the vipers into light, 

And crufh them ere they lling. 

If fuch his truil and honours fhare. 
Again exert thy guardian care. 

Each venom'd heart difclofe ; 
On Him, on Him, our all depends. 
Oh fave him from his treach'rous friends. 

He cannot fear his foes. 



O 4 Whoe'er 



[ "6 ] 

« 

Whoe'er fhall at the helm prefide^ 
Still let thy prudence be his guide, 

To ftem the troubled wave ; 
But chiefly whifper in his ear, 
** That George is open, juft, fiucere, 

** And dares to fcom a knave.'* 

No felfifh views t* opprefe mankind. 
No mad ambition fir'd thy mind, 

To purchafe fame with blood j 
Thy bofom glow'd with purer heat ; 
Convinc'd that to be truly great^ 

Is only to be good. 

To hear no lawl^fs paflion*s call. 
To fervc thy King, yet feel for all, 

Such was thy glorious plan ! 
Wifdom with gen'rous love took part, 
Together work thy head and heart, 

The Minifter and Maij, 

Unite, ye kindred fens of worth ; 
Strangle bold fa6tion in its birth ; 

Be Britain's weal your view ! 
For this great end let all combine, 
Let virtue link each fair defign, 

And Pelham live in you. 

VERSES 
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E R S E S 

Written at Montauban in France, 1750. 

By the Rev. Dr. Joseph War ton. 

TARN, how delightful wind thy willow'd waves, 
But ah I they frudiify a land of flaves ! 
In vain thy bare-foot, fun-burnt peafants hide 
With lufcious grapes yon' hill's romantic fide ; 
No cups nedareous fhall their toils repay, 
The prieft's, the foldier's, and the fermier's prey : 
Vain glows this fun in cloudlefs glory dreft, 
That flrikes frefh vigour through the pining bread; 
Give me, beneath a colder, changeful iky. 
My foul's beft, only pleafure, Liberty! 
What millions pedlh'd near thy mournful flood » 
When the red papal tyrant cry'd out—** Blood !" 
Lefs fierce the Saracen, and quiver'd Moor, 
That daih'd thy infants 'gainft the ftones of yore. 
Be wam'd, ye nations round ; and trembling fee 
Dire fuperflition quench humanity! 

* Alluding to the perfecutions of the Proteflants, and the wars of the 
Saracens, carried on in the Southern provinces of France. 

4 By 
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By all the chiek -in Freedom's battles loft ; 

By wife and virtuous Alfred's awefiil ghoft ; 

By old Galgacus' fcythed, iron car, 

That, fwiftly whirling through the walks of war, 

Dafli'd Roman blood, and crufh'd the foreign throngs ; 

By holy Druids' courage-breathing fongs ; 

By fierce Bonduca's fhield, and foaming fleeds ; 

By the bold peers that met on Thames's meads; 

By the fifth Henry's helm, and lightning fpear ; 

O Liberty, my warm petition hear ; 

Be Albion (HU thy joy I with her remain^ 

Long as the furge fhall lafli her oak-crown'd plain ! 



Till 
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The revenge of AMERICA. 

By the same. 

WHEN fierce Pisarro's legions flew 
O'er ravaged fields of rich Peru, 
Struck with his bleeding people's woes, 
Old India's aweful Genius rofe. 
He fat on Andes' topmoft ftone, 
And heard a thoufand nations groan ; 
For grief his feathery crown he tore, 
To fee huge Plata foam with gore j 
He broke his arrows, flampt the ground. 
To view his cities fmoaking round. 

What woes, he cry'd, hath luft of gold 
O'er my poor country widely roll'd ! 
Plunderers, proceed I my bowels tear. 
But ye fliall meet deftrudion there; 
From the deep-vaulted mine fliall rife 
Th' infatiate fiend, pale Av'rice! 
Whofe fteps ftiall trembling Jufticc fly. 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity I 
I fee all Europe's children curlt 
With lucre's univerfal thirft : 
The rage that fweeps my fons away, 
My baneful gold fliall well repay. 



The 
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The dying INDIAN. By the same. 

TH E dart of Izdabel prevails ! 'twas dipt 
In double poifon — I fhall foon arrive 
At the bleft ifland, where no tigers fpring 
On heedle& hunters ; where ananas bloom 
Thrice in each moon ; where rivers imoothly glide^ 
Nor thund'ring torrents whirl the light canoe 
Down to the fea ; where my forefathers feaft 
Daily on hearts of -Spaniards !^0 my fon, 
I feel the venom bufy in my breafl: 
Approach, and bring my crown, deck'd with the teeth 
Of that bold chriflian who firfi: dar'd deflour 
The virgins of the fun ; and, dire to tell ! 
Robb*d Pachacamac's altar of its gems ! 
I mark'd the ipot where they interr'd this traitor, 
And once at midnight flole I to his tomb. 
And tore his carcafe from the earth, and left it 
A prey to poifonous flies. Preferve this crown 
With izcTtd fecrecy : if e'er returns 
Thy much-lov'd mother from the defart woods, 
Where, as 1 hunted late, I haplefs lofl her, 
Cheriih her age. Tell her I ne'er have worfhip'd 
With thofe that eat their God. And when difeafe 
Preys on her languid limbs, then kindly ftab her 
With thine own hands, nor fuffer her to linger, 
Like chriflian cowards, in a life of pain. 

I go I great Copac beckons me ! farewell ! 

DDK 



[ 221 ] 
ODE OCCASIONED BY READING Mr« WEST's 

Translation of PINDAR, 

By the- same, 

I. I. 

ALBION, exult ! thy fens a voice divine have heard. 
The man of Thebes hath in thy vales appear'd I 
Hark I with frelh rage and iindiminifh'd fire. 
The fweet enthuliaft fmites the Britilh lyre ; 
The founds that echoed on Alpheus' flreams 
Reach the delighted ear of liftening Thames ; 
Lo ! fwift acrofs the dufty plain 
Great Theron's foaming courfers drain I 
What mortal tongue e'er roU'd along 
Such full impetuous tides of nervous fong ? 

I. 2. 

The fearful, frigid lays of cold and creeping Art, 
Nor touch, nor can tranfport th' unfeeling heart ; 
Pindar, our inmoft bofom piercing, warms 
With glory's love, and eager thirll of arms : 
When Freedom fpeaks in his majeflic flrain. 
The patriot-paffions beat in every vein : 
We long to fit with heroes old, 
*Mid groves of vegetable gold, 
» Where Cadmus and Achilles dwell. 
And ilill of daring deeds and dangers telL 

a $cc * Olyra. Od. 

I. 3. Away, 
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L 3« 
\ Away, enervate bards, away, 

Who fpin the dourtly, iilken lay^ 
^ As wreaths foi* fome vain Louis' hendy 
Or mourn fome foft Adonis dead : 
No more your polifh'd lyrics boaft, 
In Britifli Pindar's ftrength o*erwhehn'd and lofti 
As well might ye compare 
The glimmerings of a waxen flame^ 
(Emblem of vcrfe corre6tly tame) 
c To his own ^Etna's fulphur-fpouting caves. 
When to heaven's vault the fiery deluge raves. 
When clouds and burning rocks dart thro' the troubled air* 

IL I* . ' 

In roaring catarads down Andes' channel'd fteepa 
Mark how enormous Orellana fweeps! 
Monarch of mighty floods I fupremely ftrong, 
Foaming from cliff to cliff he whirls along, . 
Swoln with an hundred hills' Golle6ted fnows i 
Thence over namelefs regions widely flows, 

Round fragrant ifles, and citron-groves, 

Where flill the naked Indian roves, 

And fafely builds his leafy bow'r. 
From flavery far, and curfl Iberian pdw'r t 

^ Alluding to the French and Itaiian lyric poets. 
c See I Pvth. Od. 

n. 2. So 
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IL 2. 
So rapid Pinflar flows. — O parent of the lyre, 
Let me for ever thy fweet fons admire ! 
O ancient Greece, but chief the bard whofe lays 
The matchlefs tale of Troy divine emblaze j 
And next Euripides, foft pity's prieft. 
Who melts in ufeful woes the bleeding breaft ; 

And him, who paints th' incefluous king, 

Whofe foul amaze and horror wring ; 

Teach me to tafle their charms refin'd, 
The richeft banquet of th' enrapturM mind ! 

n. 3. 

For the bleft man, the Mufe's child ^, 

On whofe aufpicious birth fhe fmil'd, 

Whofe foul fhe form'd of purer fire. 

For whom flie tun'd a golden lyre. 

Seeks not in fighting fields renown : 
No widows' midnight fhrieks, nor burning town, 
The peaceful poet pleafe ; 

Nor ceafelefs toils for fordid gains. 

Nor purple pomp, nor wide domains, 
Nor heaps of wealth, nor power, nor flatefman's fchemcs, 
Nor all deceiv'd Ambition's feverifh dreams. 
Lure his contented heart from the fweet vale of eafe. 

d Hor. Od. 3. T. 4. 

THE 
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THE 

PLEASURES OF MELANCHOLY, 

Written in the Year 1 745. 

By Mr, Thomas Warton. 

MOTHER of mufings, Contemplation iage, 
Whofe grotto ftands upon the topmofl rock 
Of Teneriff : 'mid the tempefhious night, 
On which, in cahneft meditation held, 
Thou hear'ft with howling winds the beating rain 
And drifting hail defcend ; or if the ikies , 

Unclouded fhine, and through the blue ierene 
Pale Cynthia rolls her filver-axled car. 
Whence gazing ftedfaft on the fpangled vault 
Raptur'd thou fit'ft, while murmurs indillin6t 
Of difUnt billows Iboth thy penfive ear 
With hoarfe and hollow founds ; fecure, felf-bleft, 
There oft thou liften'ft to the wild uproar 
Of fleets encoimt'ring, that in whifpers low 
Afcends the rocky fummit, where thou dwell'ft 
Remote from iiian, converfing with the fpheres ! 
O lead me, queen fublime, to folemn glooms 
Congenial with my foul ; to cheerlefs fhades, 

To 
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'ft) ruinM feats j or twilight celts and bow'rs, 
Where thou^tfiil Melancholy loves to mufe. 
Her £&v*rite midnight haunts. The laughing fceties 
Of purple Spring, where all the wanton train 
Of Smiles and Graces feem to lead the dance 
In Iportive round, while from their hands they fliow'r 
Ambrofial bldbtos and flow'r^^ no longer charm ; 
Tempe, no more I court thy balmy breeze ; 
Adieu, green V^es ! ye broiderM meads, adieu ! 
Beneath yon rum'd ibhcfs mofs-grown piles 
Oft let me fit, at twilight hour of eve. 
Where through fome weftem window the pale moon 
Fours her lorig-levell*d nile of ftrcammg light ; 
While fullen facred filence reigns siround, 
Save the lone fcreech-owl's note, who buHds his bow'r 
Amid the motild'ring caverns, (hrk and damp, 
Or the cakn breeze, that ruiUes in the leaves 
Of flaunting ivy, that with manirlfe green 
Invefls fome wafled towV. Or let me tread 
Its neighboring walk of pines, whene mtisM of old 
The cloyfter^i bfother : through' the gloomy void 
That far extends benfeath their ample arch 
As on I paee, religious horror wr&ps ' 
My foul in dread repofe. But when the world 
Is clad in Midnight's raven-colOuf*d robe, 
*Mid hollow chamels let me wafch the flame 
Of taper dim, fhedding a livid glare 
0*er the wan heaps ; While aiiy v<nces talk 

Vol. IV. P Along 



iJong the glinam'ring walls : or ghotdy IhsxptSi 

At diHance leen^ invites with beck'ning hand 

i/ly lox^fome fteps throu^ the far-winding Taultf 4 

ffCor lindeiight^ is the fokmit. noon 

Of night, when haply wakeful from my 0011C& 

I (tart i loy all is motionlefs aroulid i 

Roar€ npt the ruihing wind ; the fong of iveo 

And every beaft in mute oblivion lie ; 

All nature's hufli^d in filence and in fleep^ 

O then how fearful is it to refled. 

That throu^ the fiill globe's aweful folitnde 

No being wakes but me ! dill dealing fleep^ 

My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews« . 

Nor then let dreams, of wanton folly bom^ 

^y- ienies lead through flowery paths of joy| 

But let the faired Genius of the night 

Such myftic viiions fend, as Spexxier faw^ 

When through bewild'ring Fancy's magic maze^ 

To the fell houfe of Bufyrane he led 

Th' unlhaken Britomart ; or Milton kneWy 

When in abftraded thought be firft conceiv'd 

All beav'n in tumult, and the Seraphim 

C^me tow'ring, anp'id in adamant and gold. 

Let others love foft' Summer's ev'ning fmiletf 
A4» lift'ning to the diibuit water-fall^. 
They mark the blufhoi of if Itreaky weft ; 
I chooib'the pale December^ ^SSf glooms. 
Tlifi^ when Uie fuUea ibinles of ev'ning clofe> 

-5 Mei 
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where tlirdtigh the room a blindly-glimm^rag gleam 

The dyidg emlpers fcatter, far remote ^ 

t'rom Mirth's mad ihouts, that thro' th* flhmuo'd roof 

Refound with fefUve echo^ let me fit, 

Bleft with, the hv^ly cridctt's drowfy dirge; 

Then let my thought contemplative' explore 

This fleeting ilate of things, the vain cfelight^^ 

The fniitlefs toils, that fiill om* iearch elude. 

As through the wildemeft of life we rove. 

This fober hour of filence will unmaik 

Falfe Folly's imiles, that like the daz2ling ipellf 

Of wily Comus cheat th* Unweeting eye 

With blear illufioo, and perfiiade to drink 

That charmed cuj^, which Reafon's mints^ fair 

tjnmouidit j md ftamps the monfter on the inan« 

Eager we tafle, bm in the lufeious draught j 

Forget the pois'nous dregs that lurk beneath. 

FeM( kmw that elegance of foul refin'd, 
Whofe foft feniation feels a quicker joy ; 

Prom Melancholy'if fcenes, than the duU: prid« 
t)f tafteleis fpleodor and magnificence 
Can e'er afibrd; TIfutfEloift, whofe mind 
Had languifh'd to the pangs of melting love. 
More genuine tranfport found, as on feme tombr 
Reclin'd, ihe watch'd the tapers of the dead ; 
Or through the pillar'd iles, amid pale (hrim^ 
Of imaged faints, and intermingHbd graves, 
Mus'd a veil'd votarefs ; than Flavia fecli, 

F 2 As 
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As through the mazes of the feftive ball. 

Proud of her conquering charms, and beauty's hLuCf 

She floats amid the filken ions of drefs. 

And fhines the fairefl of th* aflembled £ur. 

When azure noon-tide cheers the daedal f^obCy 
And the bleft regent of the golden day 
Rejoices in his bright meridian bow*r. 
How oft my wiihes aik the night's return^ 
That beft befriends the melancholy mind ! 
Hail, iacred Night ! thou too ihalt (hare my ibngi 
Siiler of ebon-fcepter'd Hecat, hail ! 
Whether in congregated clouds thou wrap'ft . 
Thy viewlef^ chariot, or with filver crown 
Thy beaming head encirdefl;, ever hail I 
What though beneath thy gloom the ibrDerr&«tram^ 
Far in obfcured haimt of Lapland moors. 
With rhymes uncouth the bloody cauldron blefi ;• 
Though Murder wan, beneath thy ihrouding fluufe^ 
Summons her How-ey'd votaries to deviie 
Of fecret (laughter, while by one blue lamp 
In hideous conPrence fits the liflening band« 
And fiart at each low wind, or wakeful found | 
What though thy flay the pilgrim cufieth oft. 
As all benighted in Arabian wafles 
He hears the wildernefs aroimd him howl 
With roaming monfben, while on his hoar head 
The black defcending tempefl ceafelefs beats ; 
Yet more delightful to my penfive mind 

7 
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If tlqr return, than bloomy mom's aj^roach^ 

Ev'n then, in youthful pride of opening May, 

When from the portals of the faffron eafl 

She iheds frefh rofes, and ambrofial dews. 

Tet not ungrateful is the mom's approach, 

When dropping wet fhe comes, and clad in clouds. 

While through the damp air fcowls the louring fouth. 

Blackening the landfcape's face, that grove and hill 

In fonnkis vapours undiitinguifli'd fwim : 

Th' afflided fongfters of the iadden'd groves 

Hail not the fiillen gloom ; the waving elms 

That hoar through time, and, rang'd in thick array, 

Eadofe with {lately raw fome rural hall. 

Are mute, nor echo with the clamors hoarfe 

Of rooks rejoicing on their aiiy boughs ; 

While to the ihed the dripping poultry crowd, 

A mournful train ; fecure the village hind 

Hangs o'er the crackling blaze, nor tempts the ftorm ; 

Fix'd in th' unfiniih'd furrow refts the plou£^ : 

Rings not the high wood with enlivening ihouts 

Of early hunter : all is filence drear ; 

And deepeft iadneis wraps, the face of things. 

Thro* Popb's foft fong though all the Graces breathe. 
And hapfuefl: art adorn his Attic page ; 
Tet does xxsf mind with fweeter tranfport glow. 
As at the root of mofly tmnk reclin'd, 
In magic Spenser's wildy-warbled ibng 
I fee deferted Una wander wide 

P 3 Through 
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Through w^flefid folttudes, amd lurifl jbeathf 
Wear}% ^rlora ; jjwm wh«n the ? feted fiair. 
Upon the boibm bright of iilver Thamet ^ 
Launches in all the luilre of brocade,. 
Amid the fplendors of the laughing Suq. 
The gay defcriptton palU qpon the fenfe. 
And coldly flrikes the mind with feeble bliis. 

Ye Youths of Albion's beauty-yooming iflc, 
Whofe brows have worn the wreaths of iucklefs lorc^ 
Is there a pleafure like the penfive mood, 
Whofe magic vvont to footh your foftenM ibuk } 
O teU how rapturous the joy^ to melt 
To Melody's alTuaiive voice ; to bead 
Th' uncertain ftep along the midnight niead» 
And pour your ibrroiys to the pitying moon* 
By many a flow trill from the bird of woe 
Oft interrupted ; in embowering woods 
By darkfome brook to mufc, and there forget 
The folcmn dulnefs of the tedious world, 
While Fancy grafps the viiionary iair 2 
And now no more th* abftra£tcd ear attends 
The water's murm'ring lapfe, th' entranced eye 
Pierces no longer through th? extended rows 
Of thick -rang'd trees ; 'till haply from the deptl^ 
The woodrpan's ftroke, or diflant-tinkling team^ 
Or heifer ruirlini; through the brake alarms, 
Th' illudec;! lepie, and mars the golden dream, 

e BrlincJa. Srf Raj^ <j>f the Lock* 
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Thele are delights that abfence dr^ar has tx^4$ 

Familiar to my foul, e'er fince the form 

Of young Sapphira, beauteous as the Spring, 

When from her vi'let-woven couch awak*4 

By frolic Zepbj^r's hand, her tender cheek 

Graceful (he lifts, and blufhmg from her bow*r 

lilues to doath in gladfome-glift'ring green 

The genial globe, firft met my dazzled fight : 

Thefb are delights unknown to minds profane, .« 

And which alone the penfive foul can tafle. , ^ 

The tapec^ choir^ at tlie late hour of prayer, 
iXt let me tread, while to th' according voice 
The many-founding organ peals on high 
The clear flow-(litt^e4 chaunt, or varied hymn, 
^Tim all my foul is bathM i^ ecitafies, 
And lap'd in Paradif^. Or let me fit 
Far in fequeAerM iles of the deep dome, 
There lonefoine liflen to the facred founds, 
Which as they lengthen through the Gothic vai^tf 
In hollow murmurs r^ach my ravifh'd ear. 
^or when the lamp expipng yield to nighty 
And folitude returns, would I forfake 
The folemn manfion, bvt attentive hea;- 
The due dock f\vinging flow wi^hfweepy iway, 
Meafuring Time's flight with momentary foundt 

Nor let me fail to cultivate my mind 
With the fofir thriflings of the tragic Mufe, 
P^vine Melpomenei fweet Pity's nuriC| 
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Queen of the (lately {lep, and flowing pall. 
Now let Monimia mourn with ftreaming eycf 
Her joys inceftuous, and polluted love : 
Now let foft Juliet in the gaping tomb • 
Print the laft kifs en her tru? Roraeo^s lips, 
His lips yet reeking from the deadly draught | 
Or Jaffier kneel for one forgivbg look. 
Nor feldom let the Moor of Defdemone 
Pour the mifguided threats of jealous rage. 
By foft degrees the manly torrent fteals 
From my fwoln eyes ; and at a brother's woe 
My big heart melts in fymp^thizing tears. 

What are the fplendors of the gaudy court, 
Its tinfel trappings, and it? pageant pomps ? 
To me far happier feems the banifliM Lor4 
Amid Siberia's unrejoicing wilds 
Who pines all lonefome, in the chambers boar 
Of fome high caftle Ihut, whofe windows dim 
In diflant ken difcover tracklefs plains, 
Where Winter ever whirls his icy car ; 
Where ftill-repeated objects of his view, 
The gloomy battlements, and ivied fpires 
That crown the folirary dome, arife ; 
While from the topmaft turret the flow clock, 
Far heard along th' inhospitable waftes, 
With fad-returning chime awakes new grief; 
Ev*n he far happier feem? than is the proud, 
The potent Satrap, whom he left behind 



*Mid MoiGOW*s golden palaces, to drown 
In cafe and luxuiy the laughing hours. 

Illuftrious objedts ilrike the gazer's mmd 
With feeble blifs, and but allure the fight. 
Nor rouze with impulfe quick th' unfeeling heart* 
Thus feen by fhephei:d from Hymettus' brow. 
What daedal landfcapes fmile ! here balmy groves, 
Refounding once with Plato's voice, ariie, 
Amid whofe umbrage green her filver head 
Th' unfading olive lifts ; here vme-clad hills 
Lay forth their purple ftores, and funny vales 
In profpeS vaft their level laps expand, 
Amid whofe beauties glift'ring Athens tow'rs* 
Though through the blifsfiil fcenes IlifTus roll 
His fage-infpiriog flood, whofe winding marge 
The thick-wove laurel fhades ; though rofeate Me^ 
pour all her fplcndor» on th' empurpled fcene; 
Yet feels the hoary Hermit truer joys. 
As from thexliff that o'er his cavern hangs 
He views the piles of fEdl'n Perfepolis 
Jp deep arrangement hide the darkfome plaia. 
Unbounded wafle ! the mould'ring obelifc 
Here, like a Uafted oak, afcends the clouds ; 
Here Parian domes their vaulted halls difcloie 
Horrid with thorn, where lurks th' unpitying thie^ 
Whence flits the twilight-loying bat at eve. 
And the deaf adder wreathes her fpotted train^ 
The dwellings once of elegance and art* 

Here 
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JEIere temples ri&, amid whofe hallow'd tx>tind9 

f 

Spires the black pine, while through the naked firett| 
Once haunt of tradeful merchants, fprings the grafi { 
Pere columns heap'd on proftrate coliimns, torn 
From their firm bafe, increale th^ fnpuld'ring mafSf 
Far as thp fight can pierce, appear the fpoil^ 
Of funk magnificence ! a blended fcene 
Pf moles, fanes, arches, domes, and palaces. 
Where, with his brother Horror^ Ruin (its. 

O come then, Melancl^oly, queen of thought ! 
O^come with ^intly iook^ and ftedfaft (lep. 
From forth thy cave embowei^d with mryumfiil yew. 
Where to the diftant curfbu^s fplemn found 
Lifl'ning thou fitt'ft, and with thy cyprefs bmd- 
Thy votaiy's hair, and feal him for thy Ion. 
But never let Euphrofyne beguile 
With toys of wanton mirth my fixed mind. 
Nor in my path her primrofc -garland caft. 
Though 'mid her train the dimpled Hebe baft 
Her rofy bofom to th* enamoured view ; 
Though VcQUs, mother of the Smiles and Lores^ 
And Bacchus, ivy-crown'd, in citron bow'r 
With her on nc6tar-ftreaming fruitage fcaft; 
What though 'tis hers to calm the low'ring ikies, 
jAnd at her prefence mild th* embattel'd cloudy 
Difperfe in air, and o'er the face of hcav'n 
New day diffulivc gleam at her approach; 
Yet are thcfe joys that Jtklancholy gives 

Than 
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Ifhan all her witlefs revels happier far j 

Tfiefe deep-felt joys, by Coijiteniplation taughtf 

Then ever, beauteous Contemplation, hail I 
From thee began, aufpicious maid, my fong, 
With th^e fliall end : for thou art feirer far 
Than are the nymphs of Cirrha's raofly grot ; 
To loftier rapture thou canfl wake the thought. 
Than all the fabling Poet's boafled pow'rs. 
Hail, queen divine I whom, as tradition tells, 
Once in his ev'niQg-walk a Druid found. 
Far in a hollow glade of Mona's woods; 
Aad piteous bore with hofpitable hand 
To the clofe fhelter of his oaken bow'r. 
There foon the fage admiring mark'd the daw^ 
pf folemn mufing in ypur penfive thought ; 
For when a foiling bal?e, you lov'd to lie 
pft deeply lifl'nicig to the rapid roar 
pf wood-hung Meinai, flream of Druids old, 
T^at lav'd his hallpw'4 haunt wi(h 4^jng wavCf 



A SONr 
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SONNET; = 

WRITTEN AT WYNSLADE» 

IN THE ABSENCE OS ■ i i 

By the Same. 

WYNSLADE, thy beechen dopes with waving gnm 
Border'd, thine azure views of wood and lawn. 

Whilom coiild chann^ or when the joyous Dawn 
'Gan Night's dun robe with flafhing purple flain. 
Or Evening drove to fold her woolly train ; 

Her fairefl landfcapes whence my Mule has drawn ; 

Too free with fervile courtly phrafe to fawn. 
Too weak to tiy the Buikin's fiately flrain ; 

Yet now no more thy dopes of beech and corn 
Nor profpeds charm, fince He far-diflant ftrays 

With whom I trac'd their fweets each eve and mom| 
From Albion for, to cull Hefperian bays ; 

In this alone they pleafe, hovve'er forlorn. 
That flill they can recall thole happier days* 



On 
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On BATHING. 

A SONNET. 

Bt TRB SAMIf 

WHEN late the trees were ftript by Winter pale^ 
Fair Health, a Diyad-maid in reflure green^ 

R^oic'd to rove ^mid the bleak iylvan fceney 
On airy uplands caught the fragrant gale. 
And ere irelh mom the low-couch*d lark did hail 

Watching the found of earlieft horn was ieen* 

But fince gay Summer, thron'd in chariot fheen| 
Is conte to icorch each primrofe-fprinkled dale. 
She choofes that ddightful cave beneath 

The cryM treafures of iHeek Ifis' ftream ; 
And now all glad the temperate air to breathe^ 

While cooling drops diflil from arches dim^ 
Bindbg her dewy locks with iedgy wreath 

She fits amid the quire of Naiads trim« 
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To LADY HERVEY^s 

By Mr. ac VoLTfAiiE. 

HERVEY* would you know thepaffiod 
You have kindled in my breafi ? 
Triflmg is the inclination,- 
That by words can be exprcfs'd; 

ri hiy filence fee the lover. 

True love is by filence known ; 
tn my eyes you'll beft difcover 
All the power of your own; 

• Mary, Anghter to l3figaAer-6enerf 1 iTichoIas Le PelL Site mar^ 

#ied the xKiH of Oftober, 1720, John, afterwards Lord Hcnrey, eldeft 

Ton to the Earl of Briftol, who died in the life-tim^ of his father. Of 

this lady, Lord Chefterfield writing to hit fon fays^ << Shoe has been aU 

*< her life at courts ; of which ihe hat ac^ired aU the eafy good br0ed- 

<< ing and politelefs,' without the f/ivoloufnefs. ^e has all the reading 

• • • ■• » ' • • 

** that a woman (honld have; and more than any woman need have ; 

** for ihe undetftands Latin perfe^y well, though (he wi^ly conceals 

'< it. No woman eVer had more than (he has, le ten de ia fwfidttmefA 

<( bcnm cbmpagnitf Its fitanUrit tagtgtames i$ It je it /edit f vtt fuf ftHU* 

the died September 19 1768^ 
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On Sir ROBERT W ALP OLE't Birth-day^ 

August the 26th4 



Kjthe Honofirable Mh D6t>iN6toN% afterwards Lord 

Melcombe. 

ALL hail^ auijpicious day, whofe wifli'd r ef ttriBl ".-^ 
. Bids eveiy brcaft with gratefiil ardor bum ; 
While pleasM Britannia that great maft fiirveys 
iTie Prince may truft, ancf yet the People praife : 
One bearing greatel^ toils with greateft eafe. 
One bom to ferve us, and yet born to pleafe i 
His foul cdpaciouSy yet his judgement clear^ 
llis tongue is flowing, and his heart fincere : 
His counieis gfuide, his temper cheer» our iile,- 
And finiUng gives three kingdoms cauie to fmilev 
Auguft, how bright thy goldefi foehes appear^ 
iThou faireft daughter of the various year! 

* QcQTfio Bttbli^ XTq; yrntff on the death of Ceof^ Dodingitday ^ 

6unwil^ jn I>orfctlkirc> fuccecded to his e^e, vmI thereupon afloaitA 

• 

Ids niUBt. He was frequentlj employed in negotiations abroad, attdl 
%tl4 fcveral lucrative and honovrable poft« under goTemmenc. On the 
3d of April, 1762, he was created a peer by the (itlsof Barin JM* 
tembe, and died July a8| ij$i, 

o. 
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Gn thfee tlic fun with all his ardor glow^^ 
Oo tfiee in dotny all its fruits beftows[; 
The greatcft trince, the forcmoft foil 6f feme^ 
To thee bequeath'd the gloHe^ of his name'; 
l^ature atid Fortune thee their darling-chofe. 
Nor could they grace thee more, 'till Walpole to&4 
By fteps to mighty things Fate makes her way^ 
The Sun andCsefar but prepar'd this day4 



The Lawyer's Farewell to liis Mitse* 

WrittcfiL in the Year 1 744* 
By Sir William Blackston£% Knt4 
S, by ibme tyrant^s ilem command. 



A 



A wretch foriakes his native land^ 
In foreign climes c(»i4emnM to roam . 
An endlefs exile from his home ; 



l^eiifi^ 



a This accompli(hed lawyer was bom in Cheapfide, loth of Jnly^ 
17239 and was the youngeft fon of Mr. Charles Blackftone, who carried 
•n the btifineis of a fiikman. At the age of feven years he was put to 
fchool at the Charter-houfey and in 1735 Admitted on the' foundation 
there by the nomination. of Sir Robert Walpole. Ou the 30th of M«^ 
-tember, 173^; ^< ^** entered a commoner at Pembroke College, Qx^ 
ford, wat matrlcuUted the next day, and in Febniar| following eleded 
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tctifivjg he ttesAi At deftitiM way, 
And dreads to go/ nor dar^s i(S Itay i 

to one of Lady Hoirord*s biiibitibtiB for Chart^r-Kotfe fchokut. DeM 
termining tb inake choice: of the IvHr for his profeffioD| Ee enttr^ J him^ 
felf ia the Middle Temple the lotk of November, 174 1. la Kovem- 
ber, I743> he wai elected into tkp focicty of All Souls CoU^c. On 
the I2th df Jane, I745» he commenced Batchelor of the Civil Law ; and 
on the 28th of Noveniber, 1746, was called to the baf. I^e proceeded^ 
l&th of April, 1750, Dodor of C^vil Law; and having attended the 
toorts at Weftminfter with little fuccefs, he in 1^53 determined to re-' 
tire to in academicil life. He a^oVdingly^ ift Michaelmas Term that 
year) began to reid lectures on the Ihws of England at Oxford. On the 
lad of O^ober, i^jS, he "Wm nnatiimouny elected Vtnerian Profeiror of 
the Common Law at that univer fity* In the fucceeding year he re- 
tamed to the pra&ice of his profeflion in London } and in Michaelmits 
Term refamed his attendance at Wefiminfter, wh^re his merit was noW 
both known and rewarded. On the 2?th of July, 176 1, he was ap- 
|>ointed principal of Niew Inii ^all $ and on the eftablifhment of the 
Qneen's family Hvis natlied Solicitt^ General to heir Majefty.- In 176^ 
he reiigned his pofts in the tmirerfity of Oxford ^ «nd dn the 9th orf* 
February, 1770, was nominated a Jddge in the Common F)eas ; bur, to» 
Accommodate Sir Jofeph Yates, coiirented to accept a feat ift the Court 
<)f King's Btnch, from whehce he was foon removed to the place of hit 
original deftinatibn. From this period to the time of his dcatti he de*' 
voted his attentichi to'the icrHrict of the pnbli^, «nd the d(ities 6f do* 
ineftic lifei - A^t Chriltmas, 17799 ho was fei^ed with t violent 
' ikertnefs 6f breath,, from which he in (bme ineiftire recovered f but the 
fliforder returning with frelh Vig<jinr, Jt brought ott-« drewfittofa and ftu- 
^jr, which put an end to his life, on the X4th of Fehfoary, 1780, in thd 
^th year of his age* 

Vofh IV* Q^ "fiU 
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*Ti]l on fome neighb'ring mountain's brow 
He (lops, and turns his eyes below; 
There, melting at the well-known view, 
Drops a lafl tear, and bids adieu : 
So I, thus doom'd from thee to part. 
Gay queen of Fancy and of Art, 
Reludiant move, with doubtful mind, 
Ofk flop, and often look behind* 
Companion of my tender age, 
Serenely gay, and fweetly fage. 
How blithfome were we wont to rove 
By verdant hill, or ihady grove. 
Where fervent bees, with humming voice^ 
Around the honey'd oak rqoice. 
And aged elms with aweful bend 
In long cathedral walks extend ! 
Luird by the lapfe of gliding floods, 
Cheer'd by the warbling of the woods, 
How bleil my days, my thoughts how ftee, 
In fweet fociety with thee ! 
Then all was joyous, all was young. 
And yeai's unheeded roU'd along : 
"But now thcpleafing dream is o'er, 
Thefe icenes niufl charm me now no mor« i 
Loll to the field, and torn from you,— 
Farewel !«— a long, a laft adieu. 



Mis 
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Me Wrahgling courts, and ^bbom Law^ 

To ihioak, and ci'owdsf, aridVities (dfaw;' 

itifi-- .- ...i „,,.,.. ' .•• 

There fclfifh Fadion "rules the day, ' "* ' -" • 
And Pride and Av'rice throhg the way : \ " ' 
Difeafes taint the murky air, 
And midnlgKtconfla^^r^tibns gl^e; - '*' 

Loofe Revelry atid Riot bold . '. • \ ^' * 

In frighted ftreets thdir orgies hold ; "" ' 

Or, when in (ilence all is drown'd, * ** ' ' 

Fell Murder walks hef lonely roiind': '^' ''''''' '' 
No room for Peace, no room for ypu, '"" "'" 
Adieu, celeftial Nymph, adietf! ; ^* j ^ " ' [l' 

Shakfpeare, n6 mdrc t^/fylV^TQB/ " '"''^ 
Nor aU the art of AddifoiL' '' * '' ' '' 

Pope's heav'n-fbimglyfe,' nor Waller's ^aft^ " ' 
Nor Milton's mighty fclf inuflTpt^ife : 
Infiead of thefe, a fbrihd HavSt 
In furs and coifs around iiie ftahd; ^ ' ; 
With founds uticouth, afid accents dry, ~ 
That grate the fdul c)f hknn9fty, . '•:'■/ 
Each pedant fage unlocks Iiislftbre' . 
Of myftic, dark, difcordaat lore ; ' 
And points with tottering hand the way! """^ 
That lead trie to the thorriy iiiaie. " '^' ' '"• ' 

There, in a winding, clpfe rdtTQat^ 

Is Juftice doomed to fix her feat, ' ' 

There, feuc'd by bulwarks of 'the Lslw, ' ; V 
•She kcepj tljie VITond'ring wofld'ffi'Awej 

CL^ Atkl 
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And there, from vulgar ffght reth^J, 
Like eaflern queens, is more adniirM.'. " 

O let nie pierce the fegret fhade 
Where dwells the venerable maid I . 
There humbly mark, with rcvVent awc^ . 
The guardian of Bfitannia*s. Law, 
Unfold with joy. her facred page, 
(Th' united bogift of many an age. 
Where mix'd, yet uniform, ^appears 
The wifdom of a thoiiiland years) 
In that piu-e Ipriqe the bqttom view, ; '*' 
Clear, deep^. and reguIs^■Tytrue, 
And other doftrinei thence imbibe , 

Than'lurk,withiii.theKordu} fcnbe; 

Obferve how pa^ts^with parts unite ' 
In one harmonious rule of right ; 
See countlefs wiieels diflin^y tend 
By various l%ws to one grcfat end ; . 
While mighty Alfred's piercing foul 
Pervades, and regulates the whole. 

Then welcome bufinefs, "welcome ilrifir. 
Welcome the c^i;es, the thorns oTlife, 
The vifege wan, the pore-blind fight. 
The toil by day, the lamp at night. 
The tedioiis forms, the folemn prate. 
The pert difpufe, the dull debate, 
•The drowiy benqh, the baUbling Ilally 
For thee, fair Juftice, welcome all ! 

3 "^ ' Tfcus 



.i. ■•.■.. 
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Thiis though my noon oflife be paft, 
Yet let itiy fating ftin, aft laft. 
Find out the ftai, the nmrl t^ - • -' :^^ 

Whcre-fegc i^tiremeht lovtt to d«rell ! • ' ' • " '*'''•' 
There let me tafte the homeWek Wifs ' ■ ' " '^^'^ 
Of innocence, and imrard. peace; ' "'' 
Untainted by the guilty bribe ; 
Uncur8*d amid the harpy-tribe ; 
No orphan's cry to wound my esti* ; 
My honour and my confcience clear ; 
Thu0 may I caindy meet nij^^iid/ . 
Thus to the grave in peace defcend. 






By Mife COWPER* (now 'Mrs. MADAN) in her 
*» Brother's Cox^ upon Littleton. 

OThou, who labdiir'ft in this rugged mine,. 
May*tf thou to gold th' ui)polifli*d ore refine ! 
' May each dark page unfold its haggard brow ! 
Doubt not to reap,' if tuQU canft'b^ar to plough* 
To tempt thy care, may, each revolvbg night, 
Purfes and maces fwim before thy fight ! 

* Daughter to Spencer Cowper, £r<|s one of the Jadgn cf the Com- 
mon Pleas, 
k Aihlej Coiitfper, JBfq; Clerk of the Ho&fe of Lotiu 

0^3 Prom 



Fiom bcncc in times to oome,adfeDt*roiis deceit 
MKf&thoudEsj^ to look aud ^eak like MeaiL 
When the Uack bag and rofe no jsoie ihall ihade 
With oiartial air the hoooiin of thy head s ■ 
When the fall wig thj Tiiage ihall endofe^ ' 
And only leave to view thy learned noie: 
SaMy nuy'tt thou defy beaux, wits, and (coieis; 
While tenants, in £ot fimple, ihiffthy co&rs, 

S O L I T U D Et 
An O D £• 

By Dr* 0^41^041^%-.. 

L 

O Solitude, romantic maid, 
. Whether by nodding towers you txcsn^^ 
Or haunt the defart's trackleis gloom, 
Or hover o'er the yawning tomb. 
Or climb the Andes' ciifted fide. 
Or by the Nile's poy fpurce abide. 
Or ftarting from your half-year's deep 
From Hecla view the thawing deep, 

* Dr. James Grainger, tr^inflator of TibuUos, and author of a poa 
taUed The Sugar Canty 410. 1764. fie died at Baffctcrre, in the iflar 
f^[ St. Chriftophcr, Pece^^ber i6, jy^j. 
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Or at the purpk ^^n of day^ 
Tadmor*8 marble wafles fuiyey ^ ; 

You, Reclufe, again I woo, 

And again your fleps purfue. 

If. 
Flum'd Conceit hknfelf furveying^ 
Folly with her fhadow playing, 
Purfe-proud, elbowing Infdence, 
Bloated empiric, puff'd Pretence, 
Noife that through a trumpet ijpeaks, 
Laughter in loud peals that breaks, 
Intniiion with a fopling^s face 
(Ignorant of time and place) , 
Sparks of fire Diilention blowing, 
Du6lile, court-bred Flattery, bowing, 
Refbaint'sTdiffneck, Grimace's leer, 
Squint-ey'd Cenfure*8 artful fneer. 
Ambition's buikins fleepM in blood, 
Fly thy prefence, Solitude, 

m. 

Sage Reflection bent with years, 
Confcious Virtue void of it?ars. 
Muffled Silence, wood-nymph fhyt 
Meditation's piercing eye^ 

^AUadii)g to the sccoont of Palmyra, poblKhed ^y Mcfln»Woe4 
id Dawkinsy and the manner in which tli^ were ftnick at the fight of 
ffk magnificefit ruinibv break of day* 

0^4 Halcyoa 



Halqron Peace op ipofi ri^pUii'^i 
ketrofped that fcaos tfec miiid» 
Rapt earth-gazing Refveiy, 
Blufliing artlefs Mp<l^, 
Health that fnuffs the morning air, 
Full-ey'd Truth with bofom barCj 
Infpiration, Nature's chilcj, 
Seek the folitaiy wild* 
' • IV, 

Ypu with the tragic Mufe ? wir'd 
The wife Eurjpidea ipfpij:^d» 
You taught the fadiy-pleafing air 
Thn.t ^ Athens fav'd from ruins bare* 
You gave the Cean'3 tears to flow. 
And « unlock'd the fprings of woe ; 
You penv'd what exil'd Nafo thought, 
And poiir'd the melancholy note. 
With Petrarch oVf Valclufe you ftray*d, 
When Death fiiatch*d his ^ long-lov'd maid ; 
You taught the rc»cks her lofs to mourn, 
You ftrc'vvM with flowers her virgin urn. 
And lare in 8 Hagley you were feen. 
With blood-flicd eyes, and fombrc mien, 

c In the idand of Salamis.' 

^ See Pli>:arch in the life of X^yrander. 

cSimonides. 

f Laura, twenty years, and ten after her death* 

g Monody on the death of Mrs. Lyttelton* 

Hymen 
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Hymen his yellow vdkmeat tore, 
And Dirge a wreath of cyprefs wore. 
But chief your own the fblemn lay 
That wept NarciiTa young and gay, 
Darknefs clapp- d her fable wing. 
While you touch'd tl^ mournful firing, 
Anguiih left the pathlefs wild, 
Grim-fac'd Melancholy fbaiPd, 
Drowfy Midnight ceas'd to yawn. 
The ftarry hoft put back the dawn, 
Aiide their harps ev'n Seraphs flung 
To hear the fweet Complaint, O Young*. 

V. 
When all Nature's hufli'd afleep, 
Nor Love nor Guilt their vigils keep. 
Soft you leave your cavem'd den. 
And wander o'er the works of men. 
But when Phofphor brings the dawn, 
By her dappled courfers drawn. 
Again you to the wild retreat 
And the early huntfman meet. 
Where as you penfive pace along. 
You catch the diflant fheplierd's fong. 
Or brufh from herbs the pearly dew. 
Or the rifing prin\rofe view. 
Devotion lends her heay'n-plum'd wings. 
You mount, and Nature with you fings* 

h Night Thoughts. 

But 



wbcn mid^dij fervors |^0Wy 
*ro itpland airy fhaifes you gc^, 
Wbiere never fun-burnt woodman came. 
Nor ipoftiman chasVi the timid game ; 
&nd these beneath an oak redinM^ 
With drowfy waterfoUs behind, 
Toufinktorefl* 
Tai the tuneJEuI bird of night 
From the neighboring poplar** height. 
Wake you with Iter folemn fliiain, 
And teach pleas'd Echa to complain* 

VL 
With yon rofcs brighter bloom. 
Sweeter eveiy fwcet perfume. 
Purer every fountain flows, 
Sitronger ever}' wilding grows* 

VII. 
Let. thofe toil for gold who plcafc. 
Or for fame renounce their eafe. 
What is fame ? an empty bubble, j 
Gold i a tranfient, ihining trouble* 
Let them for their country bleed, 
What v\zs Sidney's, Raleigh^s meed ? 
Man's not worth a moment^s pain, 
Bale, ungrateful, fickle, vaii»t 
Then let me, feqiiefler'd fiair. 
To your Sibyl grot repair, 



On yon hanging cliff it ftands 
Scoop'd by Nature's falvage hands, 
Bofom'd in the gloomy ihade 
Of cyprefs, not with age decay *d. 
Where the owl flill -hooting fits, 
Where the bat in9eirant flits, 
There in loftier ftrains I'll fuig 
Whence the changing feafons fpring, 
Tell how ftorms deform the Ikies, 
Whence th^ waves fubfide and rife. 
Trace ^he comet's blazing tall. 
Weigh the planets in a fcale ; 
]Bend, great God, before thy ftirine. 
The |}ot^iile& microcoUn's thine. 

Viir. 

Sgyc me I what's yon flirouded Ihade, 

That wanders in the dark-brown glade ? 

It beckons me ! — ^vain fears ^ adieu, 

Myfterious ghod, I follow you. 

Ah me ! too y^rell thaj gait I know^ 

My youth's firft friend^ my manhood's woe ! 

Its breaft it bares ! what ! flain'd with blood ? 

Quick let me (launch the vital flood. 

P fpirit, whither art thou flown ? 

Why left me comfortlefs alone ? 

P Solitude, on me beftow 

■JT^fi^eart-i^slf hATipony pf^ocy 
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Suchy fuchy as on th' Auibnian fhore. . 
Sweet ' Dorian Mo£:hus trill'd of yore: 
No time fliouid cancel thy defert. 
More, more, than ^ Bion was, thou wert. 

IX. 
O goddefs of the tearful eye \ 
The never- ceafing (Iream fupply. 
Let us with Retirement go 
To charnels, and the houie of woe, 
O'er Friendftiip's herie low-drooping mouniy 
Where the ficikly tapers bum, 
Where Death and nun-clad Sorrow dwell. 
And nightly ring the folemn knell* 
The gloom difpels, the chamel fmiles,' 
light flaOies through the vaulted ilcs. 
Blow filky foftj thou weflem gale, 
O goddefs of the defart, hail ! 
She burfts from yon cliff-riven cave, 
Infulted by the wintry wave ; 
Her brow an ivy-garl3nd binds. 
Her trefles wanton with the winds, 
A lion's fpoils, without a zone, 
Around her lin^bs are carelefs thrown i 

I Sec Idyll. 

J^ Alluding to the death of a friend, 

1 Dr Graioger has here cvidenily borrowed from T5r. Warton's Ode 
to Fancy, which was publilhcd fcvcral years before the preient poem. 
Sec voLiii. n. ri6, " Gpddefs of tjic teaiful ey«/' &c. ♦ • 

Her 
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Ifcr right-hand'widdif ia'knotttld^ee. 
Her eyes roll wild> a-ftrfdfe bet Jilted i 
Her left a magic hiirror holds. 
In which Ihe oft herfelf bteHotd^- 
6 goddeis 'of the diefart^ kail I 
And fofter blow, thou wt^tiMi gale I 

Since m eaeh (ciieme of Hfel-v6 &il*d^ 
And diftppointment feems^ntaiP-d ; 
Since all tm-earth I valued moft*, ' ' 
My gaide^sthfUtdy'^ my friend is loft; 
You, oniy you, can make me bleft, 
And hufh the tem][>ei( in my Ixeaft* 
Then gentlf deign to guide my ftet 
To your herrbit-troddcs feat^ 
Where I may live at laft my own^- 
Where I at laft may die uftknown* 

I ^ke, iht twin'd her magic ray. 
And thu« fee feidv or-feemVI to fay : 
Youth, you're miftaken, if you think to find^ 
lit ihades^ medicine fdr a troubled miml ; ' 
Wan Grief will haunt you whereibe'ef you guf^ 
Sigh in the breezey and in the flreamlet fiew^ 
There pale in«6tion pines his« life aw^y^ 
And, fatiate, curfes the return of day : 
There naked Frenzy laughing wild with paki. 
Or bart^ the- Made-, or (lunges in the maih : 
There Superflition broods o'er all her fcaf s^ 
And yells of daemons in the Zephyr hears* 



But 
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Bat if a hermit you're refi>lv*d tm direll. 

And bid to focial life a iaJt £ucweil ; 

*Tis impious-^ 

God never made an independent man, 

*TwouId jar the concord of his general plto s 

See every part of that fcupcndous whok, 

'* Whofe body Nature is, and God the foul ;" . 

To one great end, the general good, conipire, . 

From matter, brute, to aian, to ieraph, fire. 

Should man through Nature folitaiy roano^ 

His will his fovereign, e\'eiy where his home. 

What force would guard him from the lion's jaw ? 

What fwiftnefs wing.him from the panther's paw ? 

Or (hould Fate lead him to fome iafer fliore. 

Where panthers never prowl, nor lions roar ; 

Where liberal Nature all her charms bellows. 

Suns fliine, birds iing, flowers bloom, and water flows. 

Fool, doil thou think he'd revel on the ilore, 

Abfolve the care of Heav'n, nor aik for more ? 

Tho' waters flow'd, flowers bloom'd, and Phoebus fiiooe, 

He'd figh, he'd murmur that he was alone. 

For know, the Maker on the human breafl 

A fenie of kindred, country, man, impreft i> 

And focial life to better, aid, adorn. 

With proper faculties each mortal's bom. 

Though Nature's works the ruling mind declare^ 
And well deferve enquiiy's ferious ca;e, 

Tl 
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The God (whatc'er Mifantkropy may &y) . 

Shines^ beams ia man ^vith moil micloTidc4 C^* 

What boots it thee to fly from pole to pole. 

Hang o'er the fun, and with the planets roll? 

What boots through fpace's furtheil bopms to laam^ 

If thou, O man, a Granger art at home? 

Then know thyfelf, the human mind furw^, 

*f he ufe, the pleafure will the toil repay. 

Hence Infpiration plans his mannerM lays. 

Hence Homer's crown ; and, Shaklpeare, hence dnrBofi.- 

Hence he^ the pride of Athens, and the fhame. 

The bed and wifeH: of mankind became* 

Nor fludy only, pra^tife what you know, , 

Your life, your knowledge, to mankind you owe. 

With Plato's olive wreath the bays entwine ; 

Thofe who in fludy. fliould in pra^ice fhine* 

Say, docs the learned Lord of Hagley's (hade ■*, 

Charm man fo much by molly fountains laid. 

As when, arouz'd, lie Hems Corruption's courfe. 

And fhakes the fenate with a TuUy's force ? 

When Freedom gafp'd beneath a Qaelar's feet. 

Then public Virtue might to (liades retreat ; 

But where (he breathes, the leaA niay ulefiil be, 

y^d Freedom, Britain, ft ill belongs to thee. 

Though man's ungrateful, or though Fortune frown; 

h th^ reward of worth a long, or crown ? 

« Lord Lytt«lton. t 

Kor 
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Nor yet unrecompens'd are Virtue's p^int, 

Good Allen » lives,' and bduhfcoils Bfttiifwick reigflif 

On each condition difappoiritments wait, 

Enter the hut, ind force the guarded gate* 

Nor dare rapine, though early Friendfliip bleed. 

From love, the world, and all its cares he's freed^ 

But know, Adverfity's the child cf God ; 

Whom Heaven approves of moft, moft feel heJ* r<jd# 

When fmooth old Ocean and each ftorm's dleep. 

Then Ignorance m:j plough the vtatery deep j 

But when the dasmons of the temped ravei 

Skill muft conduct the veflel through the wave* 

• Sidney, what good man envies riot thy blow J 

Who would not wifh p Anyttis for a foe ? 

Intrepid Virtue triumphs over Fate^ 

The good can never be unfortunate* 

And be this maxim graven ih thy mind, 

The height of virtue is to ferve mankind. 

But when old age has filver d o*er thy h6adj 
When memory faili, and all thy vigour*s fled. 
Then may*ft thou feck the (lillnefs of retreat^ 
Then hear aloof the human tempeft beat, 
Then will I greet thee to my woodland cave, 
Allay the pangs of age^ and Imooth thy gra<^e* 

« Ralph Allen, Efq; of Prior Park. 

* Algernon Sidney, beheaded at Tower-hill, 7th December, 1^3.' 

f One of the accufej^s of Soerttes^ 

Aa 
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An O D E 

To the Right Honourable 

STEPHEN POYNTZ, Efq; &c. &c. 

By the Honourable 

Sir Charles Han. Willi am's% Knt. of the Bath. 

Sen/ere quid mens rite, quid indoles 
Nutritafauftis fuh penetraUhus 

PoJJct 

DoHrinafedmmpromovet infitam^ 
ReSiique cuUuspeSora rohorant. 

HoR. Lib- IV. Od. 4. 

I. 

WHILST WUliam's deeds and William's praifc 
Each Englifh bread with tranfpcx't raife, 
Each Engliih tongue employ ; 
Say, Foyntz, if thy elated heart 
AiTumes not a fuperior part, 

A larger ftiare of joy ? 

H. But 

« sir Charles Hanbury Williams was the fccond fpn of John Han- 

fcnry, Efq; a Souch Sea director. In 1735 ^^ was chofen member for 

Vol. IV. R the 
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u. 

But that thy country's high affiurs 
Employ thy time, demand thy cares, 

Ypu fhould renew your flight ; 
You only fhould this theme piurfuc- 
Who can for William feel like you ? 

Or who like you can write ? 

III. 
Then to rchearfe the Hero's praife. 
To paint this funlhine of his days. 

The pleating talk be mine— — 
To think on all thy cares o'erpaid. 
To view the Hero you have made. 

That pleafing part be thine. 

the county of Moomouthy and was re-ele£^ed in 17399 on bein^tfir 
pointed paymafter of the marine regiments, and again at the general 
cle&ion in 1741. On the 20th of OAober, 17449 he was itiftaUedt 
Knight of the Bath, and in 1746 appointed minifterto the court of Ber- 
lin. He continued in that fituation until the 9th of May, 17499 when 
he was named envoy extraordinary and plenipotentiary to the fame 
court. In 1754 he reprefented the borough of Leominftery and about 
that time went ambaiTador to the court of Ruffia. He ac«pitted him- 
lelf in his fevcral employments abroad with confiderable abiUtie^s b«t 
faUing into an ill flate of healthy he returned to England^ tn4 died the 
}d of Kovembery 1759. 



IV. Wh^ 
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IV. 

Who firft Ihould watch, and who call forth 
This youthAd Prilicd*s various wcJtth^ 

You had the public voice i * 
Wifely his/ royal Sire confign'd 
To you the culture of his mind, 
' And England bleft the choice* 

V. 
Vou taught him to be early known 
By martial deeds of courage fhewn : j 

From this, near Mona's** flood^ ' 

By his vidorious Father ledj 
He flefh'd his maiden fword, he fhed^ 

And proved th* illuftrious blood. 

vr. 

Of Virtue's various charms you taught^ 
What happiniefs and glory fraught^ 

• How her unfliaken power 
Is independent of fuccefs ; 
That no defeat can make it lefs^ 
No conquefl make it more« 

^ The rirer Maynti, tear Bettlngeny where George the Second en- 
Igmgcd Uie French in perfon, 17th of Jane, 1743* At this hattK the 
Duke of CambcrUnd gave fignal proofs of his valour, condud^ and in- 
trepidity. 
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VII. 
This, after Tournay*s *^ fatal day, 
*Midft forrow, cares, and dire difinay. 

Brought cahn, and fiire relief ; 
He fcrutinizM his noble heart. 
Found Virtue had performed her part. 

And peaceful llept the Chief. 

VIIL 
From thee he early learnt to feel 
The Patriot's warmth for England's weal 

(True Valour's nobleft fpring) ; 
To vindicate her Church diftreft ; 
To fight for Liberty oppreft ; 

To perifh for his King. 

IX. 
Yet fay, if in thy fondeft fcope 
Of thought, you ever dar'd to hope 

That bounteous heaven fo foon 
Would pay thy toils, reward thy care, 
Confenting bend to every prayer. 

And all thy wifties crown ? 

c The baitlc ofTournay, fought 30th of April, 1745. ^" this en* 
gagcmrnt the Duke of Cumberland commanded in chief againft Mar* 
ibal Sa:.e. 
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X. 
We faw a'wretchf with trait'rous aid^ 
Our King's and Church's rights invade : 

And thine, fair Liberty ! 
W€'*fa# thy Hero fly tonvar^ 
Beat down Rebellion, break her fpear, 
; And fet the nation free. ' 

XL 
Cuiloden's field, my glorious theme^ 
My rapture, vifion, and my dream. 

Gilds the young Hero's days : 
Yet can there be one Jinglifli heart 
That dpes not give thee, Poyntz, thy part, 

And own thy fliare of praife ? 

XII. 
Nor is thy fetne to thee decreed 
For life's fliort date : when William's head, 

For vidlories- to come, • • 

The frequent laurel flialt receive ; 
Chaplets for thee out fons fliall weave, 

And hang em on thy tomb. 
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O D E on the Death of Matzel^ a fayourite 
Bull-fincb, addrefsM to Mr*. Stanhope % to whom 
the Author had given the Reverfion of it when ht 
left Drefden. 

Byt^b same, 

« 

I. 

TR Y not,, my Stanhope, 'tis in vain, 
To flop your tears, to hide your pain, 
Or check your honeft rage ; 
Give forrow and; revenge their fcope^ 
My prefent joy, your future hope. 
Lies murder'd in his cage. 

n. 

Matzel's no more | ye graces, loves. 
Ye linnets, nightingales, and deves^ 

Attend th' untimely bier ; 
Let every forrow be expreft, 
Beat with your wings each mournful breaft, 

And drop the nat'ral tear. 

<( Philip StanhopC; £r<^; natural Ton to the Etrl of Chc/lerficld. 

in. In 
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m. 

In height of ibng, in beauty^s pride. 
By fell Grimalkin's claws he died— 

Bur vengeance fhall have way ; 
On pains and tortures III refine ; 
Yet, Matzel, that one death of thine. 

His nine will ill repay. 

IV. 
For thee, roy bird, the facred Nine, 
Who lovM thy tunefiil notes, fhall joia 

In thy funereal verfe : 
My painful talk fhall be to write ^ 
Th' eternal dirge which they indite. 

And hang it on thy hearfe. 

V. 
In vain I lov'd, in vain I mourn 
My bird, who never to return 

Is fled to happier fhades, ' 

Where Lefbia fliall for him prepare 
The place mofl charming, and mod fair. 

Of all th* Elyfian glades. 

VI, 
There fhall thy notes in cyprefs grove 
Sooth wretphed ghofls that died for love ; 

There fhall thy plaintive flrain 
Lull impious Phscdra^s endlefs' grief, 
To Frocris yield fome fliort relief, 

Apd foftea Dido's pain, 

R4 "viLTrai 
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VIL 

•Till Proferpine by chance fhall hear 
Thy notes, and make thee all her care. 

And love thee with my love ; 
While each attendant foul (hall praiie 
The matchlefs MatzePs tuneful lays, 

And all his fongs approve* 



^^ 



MARTIALIS EPIGRAM M. A. 
Lib. VI. Ep. 34. Imitated. 

By the same. 

COME, Chloe, and give me fvvcet kifles. 
For fweeter fure never girl gave : 
But why in the midft of my blillcs 

Do you afk me how many I'd have ? 
I'm not to be flinted in pleafure : 

Then pr ythee, my charmer, be kind ; 
For whild I love thee above meafure, 

To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd. 
Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 

Count the fiow'rs that enamel its fields. 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ftraying, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields ; 



Go 
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Go number the ftars in the heaven, 

Count how many fands on the fliorc ; 
When fo many kifles you've given, 

I ftill fliall be craving for more. 
To a heart fiill of Icve let me hold thee, 

To a heart which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
With my arms Til for* ever enfold thee, 

And twift round thy limbs like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is ? 

My lile on thy lips fliall be fpent ; 
But the wretch that can number his kifles 

With few will be ever content. 

The PROGRESS of DISCONTENT. 

A POEM. 

Written at Oxford in the Year 1 74.6, 

WHEN now, mature in claiiic knowledge. 
The joyful youth is fent to college, 
His father comes, a vicar plain. 
At Oxford bred— in Anna's reign. 
And thus in form of humble fuitor, 
Bowing, accofls a reverend tutor : 
** Sir, I'm a Glo'fterlhirc divine, 

•* And this my ddeft fon of nine ; 

I ** My 



t *66 J 

•* My wife*s aR)lMck>n and my own 
*^ Was that this child fhould wear a gown : 
** m warrant that his good beliaviour ' 

^ Will juftify your future favour : 
*^ And for his parts, to tell the truth, 
•* My foa's a very forward youth ; 
•' Has Horace all by heart— you'd wonder— • 
** And mouths out Homer's Greek like thunder* 
•* if you'd cxaraiDe-^and admit him^ 
••• A fcholarfhip would nicely fit him : 
** That he fuccceds 'tis ten to one ; 
' •• Your vote aod intereflr. Sir I"— 'Tis done. 
Our pupil's hopes, though twice defeated. 
Are with a icholarihip complcated ; 
A fcholarihip but half maintains, 
And college rules are heavy chains ; 
lo garret dark he (inokes and puns^ 
A prey to diicipline and duns ; 
And now, intent on ^ew defigns, 
Si|^s for a fellowfhip— and fines • 

Whcii nine full tedious winters paft^ 
That utmoU wifli is crown'd at lad ; 
But the rich prize no fooner got, 
Again he quarrels with bis lot : 
** Theio fellowfliips arc pretty things, 
** We live indeed like petty kipgs : 
** But who can bear to wafle his whole age 
t' Amid the dullncfs cf a college, 

•* Dcbarr'd 
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^* DebarrM the common joys of life ; 

** And that prime blifs — a loving wife i 

** O I what's a table richly fpread 

♦* Without a woman at its head ! 

** Would fomc fnug benefice but fall, 

^* Ye feafls, ye dinners ! farewel all ! 

^* To offices I'd bid adieu, 

f* Of deans, vice praef, — of burfar too ; 

** Come joys, that rural quiet yields, 

i* Come, tythes, and houfc, and fruitful ficl4« !** 

Too fond of liberty and eafe 
^ patron's vanity to pleafe, 
Jjong time he watches, and* by ftealth, 
Each frail incumbent's doubtful health ; 
At lengrh — and in his fortieth year, 
A living drops — two hundred clear ; 
With breafl elate beyond exprellicfti, 
He hurries down to take poffeflion, 
With rapture views the fweet retreat— 
** What a convenient houfe ! how neat ! 
♦* For fuel here's fufficient wood: 
** Pray God the cellars may be goo d ! 
** The garden— that muft be new plann'd — 
•^ Shall thefe old-fafhion'd yew-trees lland ? 
** O'er yonder vacant plot fhall rife 
^f The fiow'ry fhrab of thoufand dyes : 
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«* Yon* wall, that feels the fouthern ray, 

** Shall blufli with ruddy fruitage gay ; 

** While thick beneath its afpe6t warm 

** O'er well-rang'd hives the bees Ihail fwarm, 

•• From wl\?ch, ere long, of golden ^leam 

** Metheglin's lufcious juice fliall firreara : 

«* This aukward hut, o'ergrown with ivy, 

** We'll alter to a modern privy : 

** Up yon i^reen Hope, of hazels trim, 

** An avenue fo cool and dim, 

•* Shall to an arbour, at the end, 

** In fpite of gout, inticc a friend. 

** My predeceflbr lov'd devotion — 

*' Eut of a garden had no notion." 

Continiring this fantaftic farce On, 
He now commences country parfon* 
To make his chara<fter entire, 
He weds— a coulin of the 'fquire ; 
Not over- weighty in the purfe, 
Ihit many doa.ors have done worfe ; 
And though flie boaft no charms divine, 
Yet ihe can cune, and make birch wine. 

Thus ilxt, content he taps his barrel, 
Exhorts hib neighbours not to quarrel ; 
Finds his church-wardens have difceming 
lioth in good li(}uor and good learning ; 
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With tithes his barns replete he fees, 
And chuckles o'er his furplice fees ; 
Studies to find out Jatent dues. 
And regulates the ilate of pews ; 
Rides a ileek mare with purple houfing. 
To ihare the monthly club's carouling ; 
Of Oxford pranks facetious tells. 
And— but on Sundays — hears no bells; 
Sends prefents of his choiceA fruit, 
And prunes himfelf each faplefs fhoot ; 
Plants cauliflowers, and boafls to rear 
The earlicfk melons of the year : 
Thinks alteration charming work is. 
Keeps Bantam cocks, and feeds his turkies ; 
Builds iti his copfe a favourite bench. 
And flores the pond with carp and tench. 
But ah ! too foon his thoughtlefs breail 
By cares domeftic is oppreft ; 
And a third butcher's bill, and brewing. 
Threaten inevitable ruin : 
For children frefli expences yet, 
And Dicky now for fchool is fit. 
** Why did I fell ray college life 
** (He cries) for benefice and wife ? 
** Return, ye days! when endlefs pleafure 
*' I found in reading, or in leifure ! 
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*' When catm around the common sciom 
** I puti'd my daily pipe's perfume ! 
** Rode for a flomach, and inipeded^ ' 
** At annual bottlings, corks ieledted : 
^* And din'd untax'd^ untroubled, under 
** The portrait of our pious founder ! 
<< When impoiitions werefupply'd 
** To light my pipe— or iboth my pride-« 
'^ Nor cares were then for forward peai, 
^' A yearly-longing wife to pleaie i 
*^ My thoughts no chri&'ning dinner croft| 
•* No children ciy'd for butter*d toaft| 
•* And eveiy night I went to bed, 
** Without a Modus in my head!'* 

Oh ! trifling head, and fickle heart ! 
Chagrined at whatfoe*er thou art ; 
A dupe to follies yet untiy'd, 
And fick of pleafures, fcarce enjoy'd! 
Each prize poflefs'd, thy tranfport ceaiety 
And in piufuit alone it pleaies. 
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The F I.RE^S I D £• 

By Dr. C o t t o k, 

L 

DEAR Ghloe, while the bufy crowd. 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud. 

In Folly's maze advance ; 
Though fingularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'll itcp afide, . 

l^or join the giddy dance. 

IL 
From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 

Where love our hours employs ; 
No noify neighbour enters here, 
No intermeddling ftranger near. 

To fpoil our heart-f(?lt joys* 

IIL 
If folid happinefs we prize, 
Within our breaft this jewel lies ; 

And they are fools who roam ; 
The world has nothing to bedow. 
From our own felves our joys muft flow^ 

And that dear hut, our home. 

5 lY-Of 
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IV. 

Of reft was Noah*s dove bereft. 
When with impatient wing (he left 

That fafe retreat, the ark ; 
Giving her vain excurfion o'er, 
The difappointed bird once more 

Explor'd the (atcred bark. 

V. 
Though fools fpum Hymcn*s gentle pow*r«. 
We, who improve his golden hours, 

By fweet experience know. 
That marriage, rightly underftood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradife below. 

VL 
Our babes (hall richeft comfbrts bring ; 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a fpring, ' ' 

Whence pleafures ever rife : 
We*ll form their minds with ftudious care. 
To all that's manly, good, and fair. 

And train them for the ikies. 
• VII. 
While they our wifeft hours engage. 
They'll joy our youth, fupport our age^ 

And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue every day. 
And thus our fondeft loves repay, 

And recompenfe our cares. 

VIII. No 
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•VIII. 

No borrowed joys ! th^rc.allour own, 
While to the world we live imknown. 

Or by the world forgot : 
Monarchs ! we envy not your flate; 
We look with pity on the great, . ; 

And blefs our humbler lot* 

IX. 
Cur portion is not large indeed. 
But then how little do we need ! I 

For Nature's calls are few ! 
In this the art of living lies, 
To want no more than may fuffice^ 

And make that little do* 

X. 
Well therefore reUfli with content 
Whatever kind Providence has fent. 

Nor aim beyond pur powV ; 
For if our dock be very finally 
'Tis prudence to enjoy it all. 

Nor lofe the prefent hour* 

XI. 
To be refign*d, when ills betide. 
Patient, when favours arc deny*d, 

And pleasM with favours given : 
I)ear Chloe, this is wifdom's part, 
lliis is that incenie of the heart, 

Whofe fragrance ibof lit to heav'xl. 
Vol. IV. S ' XH, W«^l 



XII. 

Well aft tk> Jt>ng^n)tia£bed tmt, 
(Since wibter lift is feicfom fweet) ; 

But when oiir ftetft is o^. 
Grateful ftoAtti tabid ^/vt*n ^tfUe, 
Nor grudge our fi)ns, wkh envious tftBf 

The relics of our fioi^, 

Xill. 
Thus hand in hatxd through Bfe well go^ 
Jts checkered paths of Jcrp' and woe ' 

With cautious ilreps well tread; 
Ouit its vain fcenes without a tear. 
Without a trotAffe or a fear, 

And mingleirith the dea'd. 

XIV. 
While Confcicnce, like a ftiMifttI friend^ 
Shall through the gloomy Vale attend^ 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when ail other comforts ceaifi^ 
Like a kind angel whifper peace,^ 

And Imooth the bed of deatlu 
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PtHunt it IfnputmntWk 
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Td*a^«tainr^. ^ijW'iJiQn fay ! 
M!BthQU|gbi \ U^ard Horatip fty, To-morrow. 
Go to-^I willnotbeiarQf it— To-mprrow! ^ 

- ■ * 

*yiB aiU^p^/.who ftakqs to penury 
Againft thy pi^ty-rtwho takes thy ready c^fli, 
And pays thee oou^^ht bu.t wiihes, hopes, aud prosniife^ 
The ciiirency of id^ptsr-rinjurious bankrupt, . , 
That gulls tha.eai§^ creditor.!— '•To-morrow 1 
It is a period no where to be found 
Jn all thp l\oary regift^rs of Time, 
1iJtttdi•JSel•^hiiPt(eitl the fool's calendar, 
■^ifdom difclaims the word, nor holds fociety 
With thbfe whe own it* No, my Horatio, 
*Tis Fancy's child, and Folly is its father ; 
Wrought of fuch'ituff as dreams are ; and ba&Ieft 
As the £Einta{lj$^jj[i(Uis of the tveoing* 

But foft, my friepd — arrefi: the p^^nt ^xpmc&fir r 
For be aiTur'd, tl^.^ are arrant. ^U-t^es; 
And though tb»r fli^t b$.6toiM:i :%^d t|^jr j)S^ 
'I S a ' Trackl«6» 



Tracklcfe, as tjic vying'd couriers of the air, 

Tiiey pofl to heaT'n, and there record tlqr Sfify* 

Becaufe, though flationM on th* importmt fnibA^ 

Thou, like a lleeping, faithlefs centinel, 

Didft let them pafs unnotic'd, unimproved. 

And know, for that thou flumber*dft on the guard. 

Thou ilialt be made to anfwer at the bar 

For every fugitive: and when thou thu9 

Shalt fland impleaded at the hij^ triubunal 

Of hood-wink'd Juflice, who fliall telt tky audit ! i 

Then fhy the prefent infUnt, dear Horatio ; 
Imprint the marks of wiidom on ita wings. 
>*Tis of more worth than kingdoms ! &r more preciooi 
Than all the crimfiin treafures of life's fountain. 
O ! let it not elude tjxy graip; but, likcT 
The good old patriarch upon record,' 
^Hold the fleet angel faft, until he blc& thee. 



On Lord C O B H A IVT • Gaxdsks. 

By the same. 

IT puzzles much the feges* brains^ 
Where Bden ftood of yorei 
Some place it in Arabia's plains ; 
Some&y, it is no more; •' - 
-6 9vn 
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But Cobham can thefe tales confute. 

As ^the curious^^now ; 
^Fbr&rimpirovVilse^ODddi^utei '" 

' That Paradifc is- Stow. - - ^ ,. *-\ 



w>(^^^*y/*//*y/tv/§^->^^ 



To A Child of Five Years old. 

* BV 'tllB'-SAMH.i ■"• /"^ 

FAIRES'f flower^, i^^ flowers excelling, 
Wh^di in fidj^'t garden, grew ; ' ' 
Flowers of Eve's imbower'd dwelling* . ' 

Are, my Fair-one, types of you». , :., 
Mark, my Polly, how the rofes / / 

Emulate thy dama& cheek ; i 

How the bud its fyi^eets dlfclofes ; 

Buds ttiy opening Uoom be^ak« 
liliciar^^fej^lj^ndg^a^ -. 

Emblems of a double kind : . % 

Emblems of thy fui" complexion^ , < n ^ 

Emblems of thy £airer mind* 
But, dear girl,' both flowers and beauty 

Bloflbm, £sul^, and die away; 
Then purfue good iejak ^nd duty^ 

Evergreens, that ^e*er decay.; 



* - - 



* Alludiog to AfiltOB*8 dtfcrlptipn of Bre's bovee* 
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. .F4.rK.»R,FJLANCIS!S ?tAX*9- .^. 
Writtj^Q, i^ |/>r{I Westmorl an p't ^rmitstge. 

By Gkv&r-t WjssTii Esqx 

NE gay ^tire, he marblfe'hsSr," ' ^ " ' 3" 
Nearched'twf, Acpiaitf'dWaBi ' '-- 
Ne cook of Fraunce, ne dairfty'bbard^ ' • 
Beiftow'd with pyfei» ti?f perigortf; '-*';" * X ' /- ' 
Ne power, ne fuch Bie idle fitofft,* '" - ? 
Sweet Agnes, grant to fiather Francb-; 
Let mc ne more myfelf decdivt ^ '** * 
Ne more regitt thr toys I leave; 
The world I quit, the prtmdj -^heiraii^' 
Corruption's and Aiilbition*8 traifl ; ' 
But not the good, '|)erdfc nt>r fttft*^ ' '' 
*Gainft theiji I makfe ne voW, rii j)riyTjf • ■ 
But fuch aycrwelcome to my Wfl, ' ' •- ' 
And oft, not always, with rhfe dw^llj 
Thencafl, fwe^t Saint, ia cirdli rotjiitf^ 
And blefs ft-om ftJoIft thiff^holy'grouiif j^ ' 
Froqa all the foes tp worth and truth, 
From wanton eld, and homely youths 

Tha 
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" All ■ --^lA 



The gavely dull, a«d pertly gay ; 
Oh baniih thefe ; and by my fay^ 
RkhtrwdtlllrccdrtbatJuK^ifage :• 
Mine houie (hall prove an hermitage. 

Ajr iNSCK-tPTioK OK the,Cei.l. 

Beneath thefe mois^own roots, this ruftic cen. 
Truth, Liberty, Content, lequefter'd dwell; 
Say you, who dare our hermitage dlfilain, 

What drawing-room can boaft fo fair a train? 

• " • • •" '■-■..•' ■'«•..':, 

¥■!■ -. 1. ' ' W 

\ ' . -*. I.' ^ -■..* 

An Inscription. iv .th£ C(tl*#. ^; : : 

Sweet bird, that fing^d: on yonder fpray, 
Purfue ilnharm'd thy fylvan lay : ' 
Whik I beneath this tareezy fliade 
In pe^oe repofe my caxields head ; . . 
And, jointly tby enraptur'd fiwg, 
Inftni6t the worldi^nanioiirM thfcng, 
That the contented hai^nleis bitaft. 
In lbUtude^icfel£.U blefti . : 
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To THt Right Hon. H£NRV FEtHAM, Is(^ 



• ■ ^ . . "J. f. -. 

By EDWAR.D Moois*:.,. 



' T » , 



THE humble Petition of the woHliipful company of 
Foetsttldttewi-wtitersyiiv. 1 I. :. i /T .'. 

-. ■ r ' - • •.?.."• 

SH£WfiTi(. . . ...^ 

THAT yonrhonoar's petitioners (dealert &i:rfa)ixies, 
And writers of fcandal^ for mending the times). 
By lofTes in bus*nefs, and England's well-doing. 
Are funk in their credit, and verging on ruih. 

That thefe their misfortunes, they humbly -cimceire, 
Arife not from duUnefs, as fome folks bdidve, - . 
But &om rubs in their way, that your honour has laid. 
And want of materials to carry on trade. 

That they always had form'd high conceits of their uic. 
And meant their hA breath fhould go out in abufe; 
But now (and they fpeak it with forrow and tears), 
Since your honour has fate at the helm of affairs, 
No party will join *em, no fadion invite 
To heed what they fay, or to read what they write ; 

Sedition, 
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Sedition, and Tumult, and Difcord are fled, 
And Slaader fcarce ventures to lift up her. head- 
In fhort, piifclic biislicfeii foiSiny^d oir, * 
That their country is fav*d, and tb,e patriots undone. 

To perplex him ftill more, and fure famine to bring 
(Now fatire has loft both its truth and its fling). 
If, in fpite of their natures, they biir^le at praifc. 
Your honour regards not, and npbody pays. 

YOUR Petitioners therefore moll humbly entreat 
*( As times will ^lowv and your honour thinks meet) 
That meafures be chang'd, and fome caufe of complaint * 
Be4mme<fiately fbtnifli'd, and end theii- reftraint ; 
Their credit thereby, and their trade tQ retrieye. 
That again they ipay rail, and the nation believe. 

Or elfe (if your wifdom Ihall deem it all one). 
Now the parliament's rifing, and bus'nels is done, " '" 
That yoiur honour would pleafe, at this dangierous crifisy 
To take to your bofom a few private Vices; . * 

By which your petitioners, haply, might thrive. 
And keep both' themfelves, and cbntcJntiDn alive. 

In compaffion, good $ir I give 'em Ibcaething to faff 
And yoxu* honoxu-'s petitioners ever fliall pray. 



♦ ■. . 
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An O D i;„ , . 

P^KFOAMEP XX TKS> 

» ... 

Seitate-House at CAMBRIDG^fij July i, I749# 

« * « . a ■ ■ 

\ « ^ « . . ... , 

At the Instali^atiok^of irit'GKACX 

■ ■» 

THOMAS HOLL£S DufCE of NiwCASTL£, 

■.. . .. • . 

CHANCELLOR of tjie UWiveeiity. 

• ■ 

'COifh errmitem Ftrmeffl ad Jbtmna-Gdllum 
ias in monies ut ditxerit unafororum ^ •. . 
Vtqme 'OTTO Fheehi chorus affurrgxirit omniu Vi nc z x>* 

By Mr. MASON, Fellow of Pemssoke^'Hall. 
Set to Mufic bjr Mr. B o y c e, Coitipofer to fCi Majcfty. 

f^ciiathe^TJ ERE all thy aftivc fires diffufe, 
JlX Thou genuine Britifh Mufe ; 
Hither defcend from yonder orient fky. 
Cloth 'd ip thy hcftv'n-wove robe of harmony. 

Jiir L 
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Alrl^ Come, iipperial queen of fong, 

' Cctaie with all tl>at free-Dorn grace, 

Which lifts thee from the fenrile throng', 
-Who meanly piimic thy majeftic pace; 

Tha.1 glance of dignity divine, 
. WhTcK^^ks thee;t)f celeftial line; 
jrpci'ajips 'Ace inmate of the &y, 
DaiigKter of Jove and Libertjr. 

ReHtati^e: -The elevated ibnl, who fceW 

Thy awefiil impulfe, w^s the fragrant nir^ 
' Of tidhcff tapoilutcd praife ; 
^ ' " ' He \fith impartial jufHce deal?- 

Ilie blooming di^lets of ithmortal hiyj : 
He flies aboT^c'anlbitibn's Ibwcnrtcr; 
t" Attld- nobly thron'd in Truth's meridian inhere. 
Thence, with a bold and heav'n-pdired^d dm, 
Fyll on fair Virtue^! fhrxne he ponry the rays of faio^ 

Jit. 

Jhf !!• Goddefs ! thy piercing eye explores 

Thfc'rodiant range of Beauty's ftores, 
'l*hc fteep aicent ef pine-clad hills, ' 
Catches each lively-rCOloBrM grace, ' 

TTie crimfbn of the wood-nymph*« fece, 
^e verdure of the vel\^et lawn. 
The purple in the eaflern dawn. 
Of all thofe tints, whidi, rang'd in vivid glow, 
Mark the bold fiveep of the celclUal bow. 

yff Red tat I've f 
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IV. 
Rnhaitve. But chief {lie lifts her tuneful tranlporti hifjkt 

When to her intelledual eye , 

The rftental beauties rife in moral dignity : . , , 

The facred zeal for Freedom's caufe, 

That fires the glowinjg Patriot's bitail i 

The honeft pride that plufmes the Hero's creft. 

When for his country's aid the fteel he draws; 

Or that, the' calm, yet a6tivc heat, " 

With which mild Genius warips the Sage's hearty 

gTo Ji|t fiir Science to a loftier feat, 

Or firetch to ampler bounds the wide domain of art, 

Mr HI. Thefe, . fhe befl bloflbins of the virtuous mind» 

. She cuUs wfth tafle re&VjL ; 

From their ambrofial' bloom - 

. With bee-like fltUl (lie draws the rich per.fume. 

And blends the fweets they all convey, 

. In the foft baUn of her mellifluous lay^ 

;*v. 

Jtceiiatlvc. Is there a clime, where all thefe beauties riffr. 

In one collected radiance to her eyes ? 

Is there a plain, whofe genial foil inhales 

Glory's invigorating gales. 

Her brighteft beams where Emulation fpreads^ 

tier kindliefl dews where Science flieds, 

Where every ftream of Genius flows. 

Where every flower of Virtue glows ? 

Thither the Mufe exulting flies, 

There flie loudly cries — — « 

Cborm I» 
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Char^ L All hail, all hail, . 

*- ' Maj^fKc Grant! ! hail thy awefuf n5hi«, ^ 

Dear to die Mnfe^ to Liberty j to Fame. 

-■••■ - • . VI. ■ 

Jteciuuive. You too, Uhiftrious Train, fhc g^tcu 

. Who firil ia thefe infpiring feats ,..■'■ 

• Caught the hright beams of that aetherial fire. 

Which now.&ibUmely prompts you to afpire 

, To deeds of jpobleft note : . whether to fhfeld 

Your couatry*a Uberties, your country's laws ; 

Or in. Religion's haUowM cauie , 

To hurl the fhafts of re^fon, ^d jt9.>yirid 

Thofe heay'nlyrtemperM arn^, whole rapid force 

. Arrefls bafe .EaUbood ia, her. impiays conrfe. 

And drives rebellious Vice indignant from the field, 

. ■ VII. 
Jir IV. And now Ihe tunes her plaufive fong 

To you her fage domeftic throng ; •; 

Who here, at Learning's riqheft llirine, 

Difpenfe to each ingenuous ^youth 

The treafures of immortal Truth, 

And open Wifdom's golden mine. < 

Rtdt0tive» Each youth, in%ir'd by your perfuafive art^ 

Clafps the dear form of virtue to his heart ; 

And fisels in his tranfported foul ' 

£nthu$aitic raptures roU, 

, GenVous as thofe the fons of Cecrops caught 

la hoar Lyceum's (hades from Plato's fire-clad thought. 

vm.^r. 
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Vffl. 
V». O Granta ! on thy happy jdaift . ^^ 

Still may thefe Attic ^ries rci^ :- 

Still may'ft thou keep thy wonted ftatei 

In umStSbsd grandeur great ; 

Recitatpve. Great as at this ittuftrious hour. 

When He, whom GBoaG&'a wcUfjRiighM choici 

And Albion's general voioe. 

KiiFe lifted to the &ire& heights ofj^omtt^ 

When he appears, and deigns to ihihe 

The leader of thy learned line \ • 

And^ds the verdure -of thy olive bou^ 

^id all his civk chapleta twint^ . 

And add frefh glories to his honoured brow* 

K. 

Jir VL Hade then, and amply o*er his head 

The graceful foliage fpread 5 

Mean while the Mufe fhall Tnatch the trump of Famt| 
And lift her fwelling accents high. 
To tell the world that Pblham^s namei 

Is dear to Learning as to Liberty. 

FuU Chorus. The Mufe fhall fnatch the trump of Fanae, 
And lift her fwelling accents high, 
To tell the world that Pelham^s name 
Is dear to Learning as to Liberty* 

ODE 
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£Sy nrngielyre'! now aH c«ii>pleat . 
Tlrfitehder ^'ftme rcfpemfite rings. 

While kindred •tiotMTrtth iJftdiria^ioii ^vetft 
Accordant wakefroi!n all thy vocal ftriiiga. > 

Go then to her, whofe foft requcft 

Bad« mf Bleft hands thy fbnti ^repAte ^ 
Ah go, and fffe«ly.footh her texidef^brcaft 
With many a wartIHe Mid, and artfefi idr* 

For know, fall oft, while o'^r the mem! 

Bright June extends her fragrant reign,- 
The Fair ihall place tS^ near iter (kmnb'noglieftd 
To court the gales that cool the fultry plain* 

« This infirument appears to hare been indented hf KiftOflts^ 
who has given a very accurate deicripcion of it in his Musuiioia« 
After having been negleAed above an hundred years, it wv again ac« 
cidemally difcovered by Mr. Oswald, See VoL III, p. 4. of thii 

Mifcellany. 

b Afterwards Vifcountefs^ IrwTn. 

' ^5 Thcii 
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Then fliall the Sylphs and Sylphids bright^ 
, .. MUd Genii all, to.whoiehig^Gare . . 
Her virgin charms Isire giv'n, in circling flight " 
Skim Iportive round thee in the fields of air. 

Some, flutt'^ring 'midvtl^ trembling ftringt^ 

Shall catch the rich melodious fpoil, ^ 

And lightly bru(h thee with their purple wingSf 
To sud the zephyrs in their tuneful toil ; 

While others check each ruder gale. 

Expel rough Boreas from the fty. 
Nor let a breeze its heaving breath exhale^ 
Save fuch as foftly pant, and panting die* 

Then, as thy fuelling accents ri&y 

Fair Fancy, waking at the found, 
Shajil paint bright vifions on her raptur^d-qreSp 
And waft her ipirits to enchanted ground, 

To m3rrtle groves, Elyiian greens, 

'Mid which fome favVite youth ihall rove, 
Shall meet, iliall lead her through the glitt'ring icenes^ 
And all be muiic, ccilacy, and love* 



ODE 



t a<i i 



>4i3e« 



ODE Vo H £ A I, T U< 

Nm ^ wverty Jidvakre^ vita* Ma&tiax. 

By Mr. DUNCOMBE,- Fellow of Corpus Chrifti 
CoUege, CAMBRIDGE. 
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EALttt! to thee thy Vot*(y owci 
All the bJeffings life beftpws. 
All the fwcets the ftunmer yields^ 
Melodious woods, and eloverM fields i 
By thee he tades the dahn delights 
Of iludious days and peaceful nights : 
By thee his eye- each iben^ with rapture Views ; 
The Mufe ihaU fing thy gifts, fof the^ iafpire the Mufe« 

n. 

Does incfeafe of Wealth impart 
Tranfports to a bounteous heart ? 
Does the fire with itniles furvey 
His prattling children round him play ? 
Does love with mutual bluflies ftreak 
The fwain*s and virgin's drtieis cheek ? / 
From Health thefe bluihes, fmiies, and tranfports flow ; 
Wealth, children, lore itfelf, to Health their reliih owe, 

VouJV, T m.^ymph* 
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III. 

' • • Nymph ! with thee, at eirly Morn,' 
Let me brufh the waving com; 
And, at Noon-tide's fultt)^ hour, '1 
O bear me to the wood-bine bow'r ! 
When Evening lights her glow-worm, lead 
To yonder dew-enamell'd mead; 
And let me range at Night thoie glunm'ring groves. 
Where Stillnefs ever fleeps, and Contemplatidn roves. 

IV. 

This my. tributary lay 

Grateful at thy fhrine I pay, 
Who foV fev'n wholie years hath Ihcd 
Thy balmy bleflings o*er my head ; 
O ! let nit ftill enamour'd raw 
Thofe fragrant lips of rofy hue. 
Nor think there needs th* allay of Iharp difeaie. 
To quicken thy repaft, and give it pow*r to pleafe* 

V. 

Now by fwifteft Zephyrs drawn. 

Urge thy chariot o'er the lawn ; 

In yon gloomy grotto laid, 
» Palemon alks thy kindly aid ; 
If goodnefs can that aid engage, 
O hover round the virtuous fage : 
Nor let one figh fbr his own fufF'rings rife ; 

• gach human fuif'ring fills his fympathizing eyes. 

> Author of ClarifTa. 

• . . * VI. Venus 
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VI. 
Venus from JSjmbh* fide 

With fuccefsfiil efforts try*d 

To«xtrad th* eaveoomM dart 

That baffled wiie Japis*, art : 

If thus^ Hygeia, thou cbuld'ft prove 

Propitious to the queen of We, 

Now on thy fayo"r*d He'berden Ixftow 

Thy choicei^iiealing powers, for Pallas aiks them now, 

VJI. 

What though, banifliM from the fight. 

To the HeroVtroidikd fight, '"^ 

Ranks on ranks tumultuous rofe • X 

Of flying friends and conquering foes ; 
He only panted to pbtain • . . - ' ' 

A laurel wreath for thofif^nds flain ;• 
On noUer views intent, the ^Jlce's mind .^ 

Pants to delight, infirud, and humanife mankind* 
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^nt to his Grace Dr. THOMAS HERRING 
the Lord ArchbMhop of CANTERBURY, 

March 12, 1754. 

By FRANCIS FAWKES, A.Ms 

I. . ' • 

BR I G H T Obd 6£dsf , whofe genial po\irer 
Revives the butiedieed. 
That fpreads with foliage eveiy bowtr^ 

With verdure eveiy ine^. 
Bid all thy vernal bveexcs fly, 
DifBiling mildnefs through the iky ; 
Give the foh feafon to our drooping plains. 
Sprinkled with rofy dews, and falutary rains. 

* Francis Fawkes was a native of Torkfliire, and received hts eda^ 
cation at Leeds, from whence he Was removed to Jcius College Cam* 
bridge, where he took his Degrees in Arts. Entering early into holy 
orders he fettled firft at Bramhara iti Yorkfhirc, and afterwards at 
Crojdon, where he held the curacy. In this iituation he recommended 
himfelf to the notice of Archbilhop Herring, who then refided at the 
latter place on account of his health ; and, in 1755, ^^^> ^7 ^^'^ P'^* 
late, collated to the vicarage of Orpington with St. Mary Cray, in 
Kent. In April 17749 by the late Dr. Plumptree^s favour, he exchanged 
his vicaragefor the redory of Hayes. He died Aaguft 26, 1777. 

II. Enough 



Enough has Winter's hand (emt . 

Hurrd all his teircH'S roimd, 

Chill'd the fair dawatng of tiie year. 

And whitenM all die ground .: . ^ 

Gire but thy vital beams to play. 

The frozen fcenes will melt awf^r; 

Andy mix'd in fpri^^y idonce, die blooming Houxi^ 

WUl Vdce tite drowfy Spriag, aqd Spring awa^e the flq(vrers« 

III. 
Let Healthy gay daughter of the IkieSi 

Oa^phyr's wingtdefotifdy " 

And featter pleafures as (he flicf 

Where Surrey's downs extend ; 
ThereH£ftaiNG wooes her |ric|idlyp«wert ; 
There may flie all her rofes fhower, 
To heal that ihephe^.all her bairns employ ! 
So will fhe footh our fears, and give a nation joy. 

Ah me I that Virtue's godlike friends 

So foon are claira'jl by Fate I 
Lo ^ Pelham to the grave defcends. 

The bulwark of the flate f 
When will fair Truth his ^qual find 
Among the beft of human kind ? 
Ix)ng be the fatal day with mourning kept ! 
Augustus figh'd fincere, and all the worthy wept ! 

i> The Rigrht HoAoturalile Heary Pelham, £% di^d m the 6th o£ 
^jirsh i754» 

T 5 Thy 
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Thy delegate, kind heaven, reftore ' '. 

To health, and fafely keep; 
Let good AiTGUSTUs figh lio more, 
« No more the worthy weep : 

And ftill upon the rpyal head 
The riches of thy bleffings (hed; • ■ 
EibbliihM with his counidUors around, - i : . 
Long behia pro^'rous r«ign, and all wit& glory dxmn^d^ 
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Am autumnal ODR 
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£ T once more, glorious God of day. 
While beams thine orb ferene, 
O let me warbling court thy ftay, 

To gild the fading fcene ! 
Thy rays invigorate the Spring, 
Bright Summer to perfection bring. 
The; cold, inclement days of Winter cheer. 
And make th' Autumnal months the mildefl of the year. 
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11/ 
Ere yet the ruffet foliage fall, . . ' - f 

I'll climb the mountaui's brow. 

My friend, my Hiyinan% at thy calj, 

To view the fcenc below 2 . 

How fweetly pl«afing %o behol4 . - 

Forefts of vegetable gold 1 

How mix'd the many-ch<gquer'd ibades between 

The tawny mellowing hue,- and the gay vivid green ! x 

III. 
How fplcndid all the Iky ! how ftill ! 

How mild the dying- gale I . 

How foft the whifpers of the rill 

That winds along the dale ! . 

So tranquil Nature's works appear. 

It feems the Sabbath of the year ; 

As if, the Summer's Labour pafl, fhe chofe 

This lea(bn*s fober calm for blandifhing tepoft* 

IV. 
Such is of well-fpent life the time, 

When bufy days are paft, . 

lyian, verging gradual from his prime, 

Meets facred Peace at laft : 

His floweiy Spring of pleafures o^er, 

And Summer's full-blown pride no more. 

He gains pacific Autumn, meek and bland. 

And dauntlefs braves the flroke of Winter's palfy'd hand* 



•> 



* Francis Hayman, the paifitcr* 
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v. 

For yct^ while^ « littfe wfaUe^ . - ■ - • •»'. 

InvolvM io wipt'ty gloom^ • v 

And lo ! aneeher Spring (Mlfinalfef 
ij A Spring eternal bloom | 

Then fliall he fhinei a glorioui guiBft^ 
In ^ bright manfions of the Meft, * 

Where 4«iP rewards on Vhtiie are beftewV, 
And reap the gol^ fii^ pfwlM hit Afiiti^^ 



SONG*. 
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AW A Y| let nought to loye dii^lf^afuig. 
My Winifreda, move thy fear, 
Let nought delay the heayVily bleffing, 
Nor fqujcamiih pridoi npr gloomy pare. 

9 Thif beautiful addrefs to conjugal love, ^ a fubjeA'teo much ne? 
" glcAed by the libertine Mufes, was, I believe, firfl |)rlnted in 4 
'* volume of MifceUaneQUS Ppemt ^ fcTeral l^ands puVlilhf^^ by I). 
f» Lewis, 1 746. 8vo. 

** It is there Aid, how truly I know «ot, ro be a tranflation from the 
f < aufteet Britifl) Ungui^.'* pif, PCjr's Q.eliqu A cif Ancictt PMfry^ 
voL I. p. 32||. 
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What Acftfgh 90 gra^ of it^ demon '■ 

With pompous titlet grace oiir blood, ' 
We'll (hme in attnre iobftaikia! honouri, ' 

And to b^ noble well W good* 

jii; 

What though from Fortune*! lavUh bounty 

No mi^tf tmfuPQi we peiQ^ 
We'll find within our pittance plentf, 

A|id be content witliout ezce&. 

StiU ihall each kind returning feafoQ 

Suficient for our wiflies tffTt^ '^ 
FcK* we will live 9 lifi: oriSB^blAt ; . 

And that's the only life to live. 

Oiir name, whilfi virtue thus we tender^) 
ShaH Oveedy found wtieffer 'tis fpoke. 

And all the great ones qaudi (hall wonder. 

How the^ admire fueh IJttle fiHk, 

VL 
Through youth and age in love e^c^Uing, 

We'n hand in hand together tread, 

Sweet finiling Peace ihall crown pur 4we]ling, , 

And bab^s, fweet liniling bab^ our bed*: , 

VH, • . 
I^ow flipul4 1 love the pretty qmatixa^ .. 

Wliilfi round my knees thqr fondly «linff « 

Tp (ee 'em look their mother's features, 

To hear 'em lifp (l^qr qopth^'s tongue ! 

i Vm. And 
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VIH. 
And wlien.with.aiv}c .Tuqb tran^rted. 

Shall tUak to Tghm of ovr joys,. . ., 

You'll in your girls, again be courted, 

And 1 go wooing with myboyu . 
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The genius, 

• - 

An O D £, written in 1717, on occafion of the 
Duke of MARLBOROUGITt Apoplexy. 

By LEONARD WELSTED*, Efq. 

AWEFUL hero, Marlb'rough, rife: 
Sleepy charms I conie to break : 
Hither turn thy languid eyes :. 
Lo ! thy Genius calls : awake ! 

• Leonard WelHed vas defcended from a good family in Leiccfter(hirc# 
his maternal gandfather being Mr Scaveley, author oiThcRomanHorfeieecb, 
and other'works. He received the rudiments of literature at Weftmin- 
lfer-fchool| and if (uppofed to ha^e been at one, if not both the Univer- 
fities, but without making any flay at either of them. He aftjcrvards 
obtained a place in the office of ordnance, and generally refided withim 
the Tower of Londbsy where he died about the year X749, 

11. Well 
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Well furvey this feithfiil plan^ . :. ; ?* 

Which recohls thy life's great floiy j . * > '. 

'Tisafhort, but crowded fpan, 
Full of triumphs, ' fiiU of gloiy. : 

UL 

One by one thy deeds- review, : 

Sieges, battlfes, thick apipear J . 
former wonders, loft in new, . 

Greatly fill each pompous year. . . 

IV. 

This is Blenheim's crimfon fields 

Wet with gore, with ilaughtcr ftain*4 1 

Here retiring fqiiadrdas yield, . 

And a bloodlefe wreath is gain- d ! ... 

V. 
Fonder in thy godlike mind . ; • . 

All the wonders thou haft wrought; 

Tyrants, from their pride dcclinM, 

Be the fubjedt of thy. thought I 

Vl. 
Reft thee here, wlulelife may laft: 

Th' iitn^oft blifs, to man allowMj 

Is to trace his adions paft, 

And to own them great and good. 

vn. 

But 'tis gone*— a mortal bom ! 

Swift the lading icrenes remove***** 
Let them paft yi^ith noble fcorn. 

Thine are worlds, which roll above* • 



/ 
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vm. 

Fe:ts» prophets, heroes, kingtt 

Pleas'd, thy ripe approach fbrefise; 
Men, who adted wondYous thmgs. 

Though ijhey yield in fiuae jto theew 

DC. 
Foremoft in the patriot-bandy 

Shinbg with diftingiiiih*d dajrt 

See thy friend, Godoiphin ^ ftaod ! * 

See ! he beckons thee away* • « - ' 

Yonder feats and fidds of li^ 

Let thy ravifiiM thought ejqdorci ' 
Wifhing, panting ^r thy fli|jlit ! 

Half an adgd ; loan no more. 

TRANSLATIONS from HORACE. 

By Mr, Marrxot, now Sir James Marriot, of 
TRINlTY^HAil., Caiibiiix>Q£* 

Book I. OdeXVII. Inyhation to his Mifbefs. 

OF T Faqnus leaves Arcadia's pUio^ 
And to the Sabine hill retreats : 
He guards my flocks from rufhing rain. 
From piereiBg winds, and Icorching heats. 

^ Sydney Earl of GodolphiBi I^ord Tieafurcr of £nfi«nd. He di«d 
Sf^jt^mkcr 15, ifju 

Where 
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Where lurks the thyme, or fhrubs appear^ 

My wantoA lads fecurely play ; 
My goats no pois'nous ferpent fear, 

Safe wand'ring throagh the woodland way* 

No hofiik wolf the fold invades ; 

Uftica't fcndsttt rocks* rebound 
My fong ; and all the fylvan ihades. 

By Echo taught, return th^ found* . . 

The gods my verfe prdpttkms hear. 
My head from every danger ihield : 

For you o'erflpws the bounteous year, 
And PIenty*s horn hath heap'd my field, 

Refponfive to the Teian ftric^, 

Within the fun-defended vale, / 

Here, foftly warblmg^ you fhall Hag ^ 

^ach tender, tuneful, am'rous tale* 

No rival here fhall burfl the bahdis 

That wreathe my charmer^s beatttebu^ hAiTi 

Nor feize her weakly ftruggling hands ; 
But I^ovc and Horace gaasi the f^ir. 



Book 
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Bookll. Ode VI. ImiUted^ 

BEV I L, that with yoiir friend would roam 
Far from your England's "happier home. 
Should e*er the Fates that friend detain 
In gayer France, or graver Spain ; 

Know, all tny wifti is to fctreat. 
When age fliall quench my youthful heat, 
In K«ntifli iliades jTweet peace to find, 
And leave the fons of care behind* • 

• • • » 

But ihould this pleaiing hope be vain, 
May I fair Windibi^s feat attain, 
Where Lcddon's gentle waters glide, 
And flocks adorn its Bowery flde» 

Sweet groves, I love your filent fh^des. 
Your ruflet lawns, and op'ning glades. 
With fam'd Ttalia's plains may vie 
Your fertiU fields, and healthful iky. 

Here, let our eve of life be fpent ; 
Here, friend fliall live with friend content : 
Here, in cold earth my limbs be laid ; 
And here, thy generous tear be paid. 



Book 



Book II. Ode XII. Tranflated. 

• \ ■ . 

THE wars of Numantia and Hannibal dirc^ 
On land, or on ocean the fighting, 
M^ceaas, ne*ferfait^ my peaceable lyre. 
In fubje6is much fofter delighting. 

You love npt/pf Cent?iurs, embattled to hear. 
Nor of Giajots, a tale of fuch wonder, 

Who iliook all the ftjes, made Jupiter fear, 
'Till drove by Alcides and thimder. 



Mr 
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In profe, my good patron, more nobly you write, i * 
As your topic than thefe is much better, • "' 

How Caefar with glory can govern and fight, 

And lead haughty kings in his fetter. 

-■ " . < .» 

Alone my gay Mufe of Licinia would fin^, , ^ 

The conftant, good-natur'd, and pretty, .. 

So graceful to dance with the maids in a rmg,.. . 

So fparkling, fo merry, and vvifty. 

While you play with herliair that is carclefsly curld, 
While this way, now thai way fhe twitches ,♦ ' ■ 

Of your teazing fo kindly con^plaining, no world » 
Could bribe for one lock' widi its riches. 

Thus Well: with the nymph, how tranfporting .the joy ! 

Who whimfical, wanton, amufes ; 

Who pleafingly forward, or prettily coy, 

Oft fnatches the kifa (he refufes. 

7 To 
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t 304 ] 

To A LADY MAKIKO A Plir*BASKfiT« 

By TH£ tAMt. 

WHILE objeds of a parentis care 
With joy your fond attention ihatc^ 
Madam, accept tb* au^klous ftrain ; 
Nor rife your beaateous work in vain : 
Oft be your fecond race furvey'd. 
And oft a new pin-balkot made. 

When marriage was in all its glory 
(So poets, madam, tell the ftory,) 
Ere Plutus damp'd love's purer fiame^ 
Or Smithfieki bargains had a name, 
in heav'n a blooming youth and bride 
At Hymen's altars were ally'd ; 
When Cupid had his Pfych^ won. 
And, all her deflin'd labours ^ne. 
The cruel Fates their rage relented, 
And mamma Venus had coniented. 

At Jove's command, and Hermes' call. 
The train appear'd to fill the hall. 
And gods and goddeffes were dreil. 
To d^ them honour, in their 1>eft. 



The 



The little rogues^uow pais'd the row^ 
' .Ati^\o9k% uxdnm^A I don't kMW ixm^ 
And, ambling hand in hand, appear 
Before the nftigllty Thimderer. 
Lovtr at his throne they bent the knees 
He fmird the bttlfK&Kg pdlr td fee, 
La/d his tfiUMtidtntt hclt dMtf, 
And toAM tUM" dMl(8, nnd klf^d tiWf tarfde. 

My deary idffi^ {Mtiftttft t fftuit IML '^ 

In greateft pleafure»| grtat^ dangers^ 
We and the fey: were aover flranger^ ; 
With bounteous hand my gifts I fpitad^ 
Prefiding o'er the marriage«bed« 
Soon, for the montlu are\>n the wing, 

To you a 4m^ter hk IbtUkgi 

And know, from Ihis-yWr iMftft^f zfteM 
Shall Pleafure^ fiH^Btf^ Mid, bob6itt^^ 

That too (hall be your Juno's care. 

Apollo from his goldeQ lyrt 

Shall firil affift U9 with' the wire ; 

Vulcan (hall make t&e filvei pio; 

The baiket thus we IKall begin. 

Where we may^ ^^ the ehiM^ afMf ^ 

And get it ready by the dialy. ' 

The nymphs ihfiAtmicfWthfio¥ffe!^abAi^ 

Pallas (hall weav^^ miln^hkAk. 

Vol. IV. U Caftaix 
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Captain C U P I IX 

Bt the same. 

ERST, in Cythera't iacred flnde^ 
When Venus clafp'd the God of War» 
The laughing loves around them plajr^d. 
One bore the ihield, and one the fpear* 

The little warriorn Cupid led. 
The ihining baldric graced his bitafty 
The mighty hdmet oVr his head 
Nodded its formidable creft. 

Hence oft*, to win ibme fhibbom maid. 
Still does the wanton God aiTume 
The martial air, the gaj cockade. 
The fword, the (houlder-knot, and plum^ 

Phyllis had long his power defy'd^ 
ReiSbWd her conquefts to maintain ; 
His fruitlels art each pobt txfd : 
Each ihepherd tuhM his pipe in vain» 

'Till Cupid came, a captain bold : 
Of trenches and of paliiadoes 
^.Hetaik'ds and many a tale he told 
Of battles, andofambufcadoes; 
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ilow oft' his gbdfliip had Ixcn drunk ; 
What itoelting rniHSii he liad undone ; 
How oft* hy Aight had ftorm'd a punk, 
Or bravely b^t a iaucy dun. 

He iwore, drank, whor'd, fung, dancM with (pirit| 

And b eir each pleafing topic ran ; 

*Till Phyllis figh'd, and'own*d his merit. 

The Captain's fui:e a charming man* 

Ye bards, on terfe let Phoebus doat ; 
Ye fhepherds, leave your pipeis to Pan : 
Nor verfe nor pipe will Phyllis note 5 x 
The Captdh is the charming iti^n* 

OP E OK A M B 1 T I O N. . 
Bt the .same* 

THE madher, when firft he fails. 
While his bold oars the ijparkling iiirface iweep^ 
With new delight, tranQx>rted hails ^ 
The blue expanded ikies, and level deep. 

Such young Ambition's fearlefs aim^ 
PleasM with the gorgeous fcene of wealth and power, 

In the gay mora of eaiiy fame^ 
Nor thinks of evening's florm and gloomy hour. 

U 2 Life's 



Life's opening views bright charms rcvesiL 
Feed the fond wifh, amd £m the youthfitl firs^ ; 

But woes mknow^ thpfe charrot CQiiceal, 
And fair illufions cheat .o^ fierce defir^. 

The^e. E^yy (bow^ her (Ull^a jpiea, 
With changeful coloi;r^ {[PAOipg iniUes of hate: 

There Majtioe it^s, with rage ftrene. ; 
In deadly filence^ treacherous FriencUhips wait. 

High on a n\ou|itain's Ipby brow^ 
*Mid clouds and AoriQs^ has Gloty fix.*d her feat; 

RockM by th^ roaring winds that blow. 
The lightnings blaft it^ and the tempelU tjeat. 

Withm the (iin-gilt vale beneath, 
Mote moderates Hope with {weet ContenttpcBt dirdit | 

While gentler breezes round them breathe^ 
And loiter ihowers relrefli their peaceful ceUs# 

To better genkis ever blind. 
That points to each in varied life his (hare, 

Man ^uits.the path by heaven deiigu'd. 
To fearch for blifs among the thorns of care. 

Our native pQwers we icom to know ; 
With ftedfaft error ftiU the wrong purfue j 

Inftru<5\;our forward ills to grow; 
While fad fuccefles but our pain renew. 
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In vain heavcp tempers life with fwect, 
With flowers the way, that leads us home, beftrews, 

If dupes to paflion, and deceit. 
We drink the bitter, and the rugged choofe. 

Few can on Grandeur's ftagc appear. 
Each lofty part with true applaufe fuftain. 

No common virtue fafe can iteer 
Where rocks unnumberM lurk beneath the main* 

Then happieft he, whofe timely hand 
To cool Difcretion has the helm refignM ; 

^'Enjoys the calm, in fig^t of land, 
From changing tides fecure, and truftlefs wind. 



O'D E TO FANCY. 

By .thb Same. 

I. 

GILDING with bri^ter beams the vernal ikies. 
Now hafles the ^r of day to rife. 
Youth, and Mirth, and Beauty leads 
In golden reins the fprightly fieeds, 
With wanton Love that rollt his fparkliog eyes. 

U 3 Morpheus, 
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Morpheus, no more 
I'hy poppies, cropt on Lethe's margin, (hcd 
Around thy languid poet's head. 

Thou drowfy god, 
'Tis time to break thy leaden rod. 
And give thy (lumbers o'er. 
But come, tho\i woodland Nymphs along, . 
Miflrefs of the vocal long. 
Fancy ever fair and free. 
Whether oii the mountains (Lraying, 
Or on beds of rofes playing. 
Daughter of fwcet Liberty ! 

IL 

Through all the ivy-circled cave 
Sqft mufic at thy birth was heard to found; .. 

The Graces danc'd thy bower around. 
And gently dipt thee in the filver wave ; 

With blofToms fair thy cradle dreft. 

And rock'd their ihiiling babe to lieft. 
To kifs thy lips, the bees, a murmuring throng;. 

With bufy wings, unnumbered flew ; 
For thee, from every flower their tribute drew. 
And lull'd thy flumbers with an airy fong. 

Come in thy heavenly woven veft. 
That Iris' hand has ting'd in every dyc^ 
With which flie paints the fky, 
Flowing o'er thy zonelefs bread. 
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m. 

Mci fwcet endiatitrefsy deign to bear 
O'er the feas, and' through the »r^ 
O'er the plains extended wide, 
Qfer ifii&y hills, and curling clouds, we ride^ 

Now mounting high, now finking low, 
Through hail and ram, and vapours go, 
Where is treafur'd up the fiiow ; 
Where deeps the thunder in its cell; 

Where the fwift-wing'd lightnings dwell ; 
Pr where the bluft'ring ftorms are taught to blow* 

Now trc^d the milky way ; 
UnnumberM worlds that float in aether fpy^ 
Among the glittering planets flmy. 

To the lunar orbit fly, ^ 

And fountains, fliores, and feas defcxy. 
Now catch the mufic of the fpheres ; 

Which, fincrtlle'birthof dm^, 
. Have, in according chime, 
And fair proportion, rolling round, 
With each divioer ibund. 
Attentive Silence, pierc*d thy lift'ning cars ; 
Unheard by al(, but thole alone 
Whom to Wi^om's fecret throne 
TheMuie, with heav'n-taught guidance, deigns to bring| 
To trace the (acred pathi with hallowM feet ; 
Or, Fancy, who the myftic fliade, * 
In thy aiiy car, pervade, 
Where Plato's raptur'd fpirit holds its folemn ftat« 

U 4 IV. But,. 



IV- 
But, Fancy, dovfiwm) mi9 thf 4i|^ 

On fome mounuifi** t6wei\ng heigbt^ 

With hoary hoSts eterml craw^n'iit 

Rapt with 4ufty y%poim xomd^ 

Let noe fix my ftcdiilft fe^* 
I feel, I feel the fiuwing gakt i 
The wat^jymifts bexKi^tti rfCifit, 
The noontide ray now d^tf its be^t, 
And pour9 iU gloriea o*er tbf v^9#« 
Glittering to the daqcing b^pifi. 
Urging their fhibbom way the lockl MlOi^ 
I hear/ and k^ ^ tbouia^d fbmm% 
Foam, and roar, aqd ru(h along. 
But to the plains defcend^) 
Their fud^en r^ge is epd^d. 
Now loft in deep rec<;ls of darkfome bowers. 
Again now fparkling though the |ii^td« 

Vcfted foft with vernal flowers, 'I, ; 
Rcfle<5ting the majeftic tQwer;^ 
Its peaceful flood the roving chaniMll leadft* 

There the rur^l cots are ieen. 
From whofe low roof the Qurling tmokt afocnds. 
And dims with blueiiU vohmuss 9II Xh^ green. 

There &me for^ft fv extqjnd* 
Its groves embio|wi>*d with k»gtb«*4 ihade; 
Embofom'id where fome Gothic ifat. 

Of roonarchs once retreat, 
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In uild magnificence arrayM, . 
The pride of ancient^tiqies prefents. 
And lifts, in contraft fair difplayM, 
Its fun-reflefting battlements^ 

V. . 

Near, fome imperial city feems to reign, , 

Triumphant o*er the fubje^l land ; 

"With domes of art Vitnivian crown'd. 

See gleam her gilded Ipires around, 

Her gates in aweful grandeur ftand. 
Equal to iliine in peace, or war fuftain, 

Her mighty bulwarks threat the plain 
With many a work of death, and armed mound. 
Where rolls her wealthy dver deep and wide. 

Tall groves of crowded mafts arifc, 

Their ftreamers waving to the flcies. 

The banks are white with fwelling fails, 

And diftant veiTels ilem the tide. 
Circling through pendant cliffs, and watery dales. 
The ruflet hills, the valleys green beneath. 

The fallows brown, and dulky heath, 

The yellow com, empurpled 'vine, 

In union foft their tints combine, 

And, Fancy, all engage thine eye ' 
"W^th a fwcet variety. 

While clouds the fleeting clouds purfue, 

In mutual (hade, and mutual light, 

The changing landfrape meets Iht (ight ; 
•Till the ken no more can view, 

« Ai^d 
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And heaven a{^)ear8 to meet the ground; 

The rifing lands, and azure diilance drown'4 

^mid the gay horizon's golden bound. 

VL 
Such are the fcenes that oft invite 

To feed thee, Fancy, with delight. 

All that nature can create, 

Beauteous,' awefiil, netv and great, 

Sweet enthufiafly is thy treafure, 

Source of wonder, and of pleafure ; 

Every fenfe to traniport winning. 

Still unbounded and beginning. 

Then, Fancy, fpread thy wings again ; 

Unlock the caverns of the main. 

Above, beneath, and all around, ' 

Let the tumbling billows fpread, 

'Tjll the coral floor we tread, 

Exploring all the wealth that decks the realms profound; 

There, gather gems that long have glow'd 

In the vaft, unknown abode, 

Thejafper vein'd, the fapphire blue, 

The ruby bright with crimfon hue. 

Whatever the bed rcf])]endcnt paves. 

Or decks the glittering roofs pn high. 

Through whofe tranfiucent arch are feen the rolling waves. 

Fancy, thefe Qiall clafp thy veft, 

With thefe thy lovely brows be dreft, 

In every gay, and various dye^ 

But 



But ha;:k ! — the feas begin to roar. 
The whiftling winds aiTault my ear. 
The louring ilorms around appear— 

Fancy, bear me to the fhore. 
There in thy realms, bright goddefs, deign 
SeQure to fix thy votary's feet : 
O give to follow oft thy train. 
Still with accuftom'd lay thy power to greet ; - 
To dwell with Peace, and fport with thee. 
Fancy, ever fair and free. 

A^ Address to his Elbow-chair, new cloath£D\ 
By W. SOMERVILE*, Efq; 

MY dear companion, and my faithful friend ! 
If Orpheus taught the liflening oaks to bend ; 
If Hones and rubbifh, at Amphion's call, 
Danc'd into form, and built the Theban wall; 

a Written towtrds the clofe of Mr. Somenrile't life, . 

^ WlUlani Somcwile, Aathor of the Ch«ce» Hobbin^ly tnd ether 
poems^ was deicended froin a very anpient family in Warwickihire. 
He was the fon of Robert Somerrile, of Edfton, in that county, and, at 
he fays himfelfy was horn near Avon's banks. He receired his educa* 
tion at Winchefter fchool, but does not appear to have been at any 
y niverfity. • Dr. Johnfon fays, he never heard of him but as of a Poet, 
a country gentloman, and a ufefol Juftice of the Peace. Irike hit friend 
^henftone, his latter days were rendered unhappy by th« bad ftate of hit 
finances. He fuflfered himfelf to be overcome by habits of drinking, 
and died July 14, I743» 

Why 



Why (liould'fl: not th^u attend Toy humble layt^ 
And hear my grateful harp refound thy praiiie ? - 

True, thou art fpruce and fine, a very beau ; 
But what are trappings, and external fhow ? . 
To real worth alone I make my court ; 
Knaves are my fcorn, and coxcombs are my fpNtm 

Once I beheld thee far lefs trim and gay ; 
Ragged, disjoioted, and to worms a prey i 
The fafe retreat of every lurking moufe'; 
Derided, fhunn'd; the lumber of my houfe! 
Thy robe how chang'd from what it was befiort ! 
Thy velvet robe, which pleasM my fires of yore ! * 
Tb thus capricious Eortune wheels as roaod; 
Aloft we momit— then tumble to the ground. 
Yet grateful tfjeny ' my conHancy I proved ; 
I knew thy worth ; my friend in rags I lovM ! 
I lov'd thee, more ; nor, like a courtier, ipum'd 
My benefat^r, when the tide was tum'd* 

With confcious (hame, yet frankly, I confefi, 
That in my youthful days— >! lov'd thee lefs^ 
Where vanity, where pleafure call'd, I ib^'di 
And every wayward appetite obeyM. 
But fage experience taught me how to prize 
Myfelf ; and how, this world : flie bade me rife 
To nobler flights, regardlefs of a race 
Of fadious emmets ; pointed v;here to place 
My bli.£, and lod^*d me in thy foft embrace. 
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Here on thy yielding down I fit fecure; 
Andy patiently, wliat heav'n has fent, endure; 
From ail the futile cares of buiinefs free; 
Not find of life, but yet contfent to he: 
Here mark the fleeting hours ; regret the pail; 
And ferbufly prepare, to meet the lafl. 

So iafe on fliore the penfion'd iailor lies ; 
And all the malice of the florm defies : 
With eafe of body blftft, and peace of mind,^ 
Pities the refUefs crew he left behind^ 
Whilft, in his cell, he meditates alone 
On hi* great voyage, to the world unknown* 

^v SV ^v ^B 9b ^v '^3e ^9 D ^Bl ^f V> ^T> Si) ^3li Cp ^9 ■ «» gj ^B flv- 

S O N G. 

' By the Sake. 

AS o*er Afteria'slields I rove. 
The bfifsfiil'feat of peace and lovej 
Ten thoufand beauties roimd me rile, 
And mingle pleafiire with fiirprize. 

By nature blefl: in every part, 
Adom'd with every grace of art,. 
This paradife of bloommg joys 
Each raptorM fenfe» at once, employs. 

ILBut 
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11. 

But when I view the radiant queen. 
Who fbrm'd this fair enchanting fcehe; 
Pardon, ye grots ! ye cryflal floods ! 
Ye breathing flowers ! ye fhady woods ! 

Your cooIne& now no more invites ; 
No more your murmuring ftream delights ; 
If our fweetf decay, your verdure*! flown : 
My foul's intent on her alone^ 

TTTTT TTTTTTTTtTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT 

0.!D£ TO A FRI]£ND wovndii> ih^ ▲ pvsli. 

By Mr. PARROT* 

HO W long fliall tyrant Cuflom bind 
In flavifh chains the human mind ? 
How long ihall ialfe fantaflic Honour draw 
The vengeful fword, with fury fell, 
And ranc'rous Malice, dark as hell, 
In fpite of Reafon's rule, and Nature's eldefi law ? 

Too many gallant youths have bled ; 
Too much of Britilh blood been fhed 
By Britons' fwords, and that foul monfUr's laws : 
Youths that might elfe have nobly dar^d ; 
More glorious wounds and dangers (harM 
For Britain's jufl defence, and Virtue's injurM caufe. 

So 
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Sb when the fierce Cadnacan youth 
Sprung from the dragon's venom'd toothy 
£((bh chief arofe in ihining armour dreft : 
With rage inipir'dy the furious band 
Soon found a ready foe at hand. 
And plung*d the pointed fleel cwh in a hrother'i bten&i 

Has Britain then no other foes, 
That thus her ions their lives expok 
To private war, and feuds, and dvil bxfi 
Does Spain infult her flag no more ? 
Does Lewis yet his thoughts ^ve o'er 
Of univerMrule, andarbitratyfivsqr^ 

*Tis Britons* to fupport the k# ; 
'Tis theirs ambitious kings to aw^. 
And equal rights of empire to maiittaitu 
For this our fathers, brave and flout. 
At Agincourt and Creffj foug^ 
And iieap'd fam'd Blenheim's field with mountains of ibe 
flaia. 

How will the Gallic, monarch finile. 
To iee the fons of Albion's ifle 
Theii: country's blood with nithleis weapons drain ! 
Themielves avenge the glorious day 
When Marlb'rough fwept whole hofis away. 
And fent the frighted Danube purple to the main ! 

7 O 
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O fay, in this mgloriout ftrife • 

Thy arm had robb'd thy friend of life^ 
'What pang8| what angoifli had thy boSom pfOv'df 
How hadft thpu curs'd the cruel deed. 
That causM the gallant youth to bleed, 
Picrc*d by thy guilty fword, and ilain by him he kv'd ? 

How did the fair Mtria blame 
Thy high-bred fpiritU eager flame, 
That, courting danger, flighted her fuft lore ? 
Far other wreaths for thee (he twin'd; 
Far other cares for thee defign'd ; 
And for the laurel crown the myrtle cbaplet wure* 

If not for her's, for Britain's iake; ' 
Forbear thy precious life to ftake; 
Nor taint thy honour with ib.foul a deed* 
One day thy country may require 
Thy gallant arm and martial fire : 
Then may'fi thou bravely conquer, or as brarely bleed* 
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ODE TO NIGHT; 

Bt the SAME; 

H £ buly c^e^ of day are done; 
In yonder weftem cloud the fun 
Now fets, in other worlds to rife^ 
And gbd with light the nether fkiei. 
With lingering pace the paHing day retires. 
And ilowly leaves the mountain tops, and gilded fpires^ 

Yon aziire eloud, enrobM with white^ 
Still ihoots a gleam of fainter light : 
At length defcenda a browner fhade 3 
At length the glimm'rihg objects fade : 
'Till all fuhmit to Nigbt's impartial reign^ 
And undifiinguiih'd darknefs covers all the pl^n. 

No more the ivy-crowned oak 
Reibunds beneath the wood-man's (lroke« 
Now Silence holds her fdemn fway ; 
Mute is each bufh, and every fpray ; 
Nou^t bat the found of murm'ring rills is heard, . 
Or, from the mould'nag tow'r^ Night's folitary bird, 
Vofc* IV* X H^U 
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Hail, facred hour of peacieful reft! 
Of powV tq cliatm the trquble4 k^sJ^ i 
By diee the captive Have obtains 
Short refpite from his galling pains ; 
Nor %hs fb^ libfFty, nor nati^yc foil ; 
But for a while forgets his chains, and fultry toil* 

No horrors haft thou in thy tram. 
No fcorpion lafii, no dankii^ cl^^ijtu '^ 

When the ps^f Bfmrd'jreF i^omii )^ ^^^ 
A thoufand grifly forms ^ffif 
When ihrieks aiid groans ^rws^ Mb ftiUffi ftar^ 
'Tis guilt alarms his fo^l| a;»4 ooftfipifof^ ¥r•llI^k hi» c^. 

The village fwain whom Fhillis charms, 
Whofe brea^ the tender paffion wanos, 
Wifhes for thy all-fhadowing veiU 
To tell the fail? his love-iick tale: 
Nor lefs impatient of the tedioii^ da)^ 
She longs to hear his tale, and figh ker fo^ awaji. 

Oft by the covert of thy fhadc 
Leander wooM the Thracian maid; 
Througb foaming feas his paiBon bore. 
Nor fcar'd the ocean's thund'ringroar. 
The confcious virgmfrom the fea-girt towV 
Hung out the faithful tor^, to guide him to her bowV. 
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Oft at thy fil^nt hoxir the fagc 
fores OR the fair inftni6kive page j 
Or^ rapt in mufings deep, his foul 
Mounts active to (he ftarry pole : 
There, pleas'd to range the realms of etldlefs ni^jht, 
KuQobers the dara^ or marks the comet's devious^light* 

Thine is the hour of converfe fweet. 
When fprightly wit apid reafoa meet ; 
Wit^ the fm bloflbm of the rtiady 
But fairer fliil with reaiTon joifi*d« 
Such is the feail thy fixual faouj^s a&r4». 
When eloquence and,G%Aitt]^;^Lii>^ JDiDL th&frieiidly board. 

Gt ANViLLEf whofe poli&M mind is fraught 
With all that Rome or Gjleece e'er tSsu^^j 
Who pleafes aad in^ftj^iids the eaiV 
When he affumes (he critic's chajtr. 
Or from the SrAGiirJMvrs or Pi^atq 4raw3. 
TheaFtt^efCi^illifey thefpiiitof theUw». 

O let me often thus employ 
The hour qf mmk ^agui toeis^ ]Qf { 
And glean from Qfir^ttv iOiLe^s Ite^med-ftof^ 
Fair fcience and true wiillojn*» Ibre^ 
Then will I ftill isiplore t^ longer &^; 
Nor change thy fe^e how^ ^r fuafhine an4^t})ie day. 

* jQhn Carteret Earl of Giauvlile. 

X z Written 
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Written upon leaving a FRIEND'S 

House in WALES. 

By the Rev. 6r. Mask ham, now ArcKbilhop 

of York. 

THE winds were loud, the clouds (fi^-hungy 
And dragg'd their fweepy trains along 
The dreaiy mountain's fide ; 
When, from the lull, one look to throw 
On Tow/s rambling flood below^ 
I tum'd my horie— and figh'd. 

But foon the gufls of fleet and hail 
Flew thick acrofs the darkened vale. 

And blurr'd the face of day : 
Forlorn and fad, I jogg'd along ; 
And though Tom ciy'd, ** YouVe g^ing wroag,** 

Still wander'd from my way. 

The fcenes, which once my fancy took. 
And my aw'd mind with wonder ftruck, 

PafsM unregarded all ! 
Nor black Trecarris* fteepy height, 
Nor wafte Trecaflle gave delight ; 

Nor clamorous Hondy*s fall. 
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^ Pid the bleak day ibA giTC mc piiin f ^ 

The driving foow, or pelting rain^ 
• -Or iky with tempcffs fraught ? 
No ! thefe unheeded rag*d around ; 
JNoug^t in them fo much Mine I found. 
As clatmM one wandering thought* 

Far other cares engroisM my mind^ 
Cares for the joys J left behind 

In * iNewton'i happy groves ! 
Yet not becauie its woods difdofe 
Or grots or lawns more fweet than tbofe . 

Wbich Pan at noon^day loves j 

But that, befide its fecial beartb^ 
VvrdU every joy, which youthful mirth 

Or ferious age can claim ; . 
Tke man too whom my ibul firft knew, 
•fp virtue and to hoi|our true ; , 
land friendlhip's facred name* 

O Newton, could thefe penfive Is^f 
In worthy numbers lean thy praiie, 

Much gratitude would hy ; 
But that the Muie, ingenuous maid| 
Oijlattefy feems fo much afraid. 

She'll fcarce her Jn^ pay. 

BiseKVocK, 0&.. T6y 1749. 

KewMn it the aame of a feit MMpnf t* Sir JoKa ?riee. 

X3 DENNIS 
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DENNIS 4 TO M». THOMSON, 
Who ha4 ffo&^foi hm M Bdv^Sf^-K'^t, 

REFLECTING m thy wortk, roethkikt I find 
Thy varioUi Stafons io tiiek amhov^i iokid. 

Spring opes her blgiToms, various as thy Mufe^ 
Andy like thy foft'cOmpafflon, flieds her dews. 
Summer's hot drought in thy atprefikxi gtowf , 
And o*cr each page a tawny ripenefd throws* 
Autiunn'fi rich fruits th* inftrudled rfeader gains,' 
Who taftcs the meaning purpofe of thy ftrains. 
Winter— but that nd femblance takes from thee$ 
That hoary feafon yield? ^ type of mc^ 
Shattered by time'? bleak ftorms I withering layi 
Leaflefs, and whitening in a cold decay ! 
Yet fhall my proplefs i>y, pale and bent, 
Blefs the fliort funfhine which thy pity lent* 

» John Dennis the cele>^4tf4 critic, -ifi 1^9 Utter part 4>C his life, \f 
extravagance and inattention fell into poverty and diftrefs. At the age 
of near 77 he became l^Und an4 overwhf In^ed w^h dehtf . In this de* 
plorable iituation his mifery excltt^ the compai&on of Mr. Thomfon 
and fome other gentlemen^ who procured for him a benefit at the thea- 
tre in the Hay-matkct Dec. 18, 1733. "^^^ pW ^** '^* Provoked 
Hulband : on this otcafion Mr. Pope wrote a Prologue, which was 
fpoken by Mr. Cibber, jtmior. The exhibition produced near 100 !• 
hut the old man funrived it a yety (hort time, ^yinz on the 6ik of Ja* 
nuary 1733-4. -^ writer of Mr. Dennis's Life, printed ip SviOj 173% 
aiTcrts thcfe verfcs to have been the prod\)4lion of }Ax, S«v^«« , 

SONG. 
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•SON 64 iJ5j; 
fe* Mr. tlVLTdN. 

t 
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O W eafj Wal CUieii how bHthe and hot^ g:Q^ ! 
ire he met the fair Chloric, how fprightly his lay ! 
j5o graceful her form, fo accomptifli'd her mind, 
Sure jHty, he thought, with Jiidi charms muft he join'd ! 

Whenever me danc'd, or whenever Die fuhg. 
How juft Wai fa^i- tiicrtitfJH, htfw fwbet was bfer tongue ! 
And when the youth t^d her his paffionate flame, 
ibc allowM him to i&ncy her heart felt the iame« 

, ia. 

With ardour he pfefi^d h^ to thiiik him fihcere, 

But alas ! (he redouMed each hope and each fear ; 

Sht would Hoi deny, dor Ihe ifrould not a|ipfove, 

AAi ihe Neither refus'd him^ ndf gave him her love. 

IV. 
Kcnv cbaetM by 6Mn^Ueence, n<$w fro^ft hy diidaift^ 

i)d iaAgdMhM ibi* freedom, but langnifh'd in Vain: 

*tfil thyrfe, who pity'd fo helplefs a llave, 

]SasM his heart of its pain by the counfel he gave; 

X 4 V^ Foffidtie 
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V. 

Forfakeher, fei^he, and rqcd her awhSe ] 

If flw love you, fhe foon will r(ti]rQ ii;itli a.£iulei . 

You can judge of her paffion by abienoe alone. 

And by abience will conquer her heart— oj^yoiir qw|^ 

VLa: 

7bis a^ce he purfu'd; but the raoedy provM 
Too fatal, alas! to the fair one he loy'd'; 
Which cur'd his owp paffion, but left ^ in vua 
To iigh for a heart ihe cqu|d nerer itga^n* 

I. SLH, 

f#»«»i« «»«'••••«#;« •'•iff 

The BpLFINCH in Towk. 

By Lady LUXBOROUGH-. 

HARK to the blackbird's pleafing note: 
Sweet uftier of the vocal throng T 
Nature directs his warbling throat, 
And all that hear admire t|ie Ibog. 

a Henrietta Lady Luxborougb, only dtnghter of Henry St. John, 
preated Baron St. John ofBatterfea, ^nd Yi^o^nt St. John, Julys, 
1 716. She was half-fifter to the celebrated Vifcoont Bolingbroke, and 
was married June 20, 1727, to Robert Knight of B^rrels^ in the 
county pf Warwick, created Lord Luxhorough of Shannon in the 
Kingdom of Ireland, Auguft 8, 1746. During the latter part of ktr 
life (he rcfided at Barrels feparatc from her huiband, and died there \n 
March 1756. A volume of her Letters to Mr. Shenflone was publilhed 
-n 8yo. 17:^5. 



ybn^ bulfinch, with unvary*d tone. 
Of cadence hadh, and accent fhrill, 

lbs brighter pluo^age to atone 
For want of harmony and ikill. 

Yety difcontent with nature's boon, 
like man, to mimic art he flies ; 

On opera-pinions hoping loon 
Unrivall'd he ihall mount the flues. 

And while, to pleafe fome courtly fair. 
He poe dull time with l^boiu* learns, 
* ^ A well^g^t (^ge, remote fruin ^ir* 
And faded pliimes, 19 aU he e^ms ! 

Co^ haplefs captivo ! fljll repeat 
The foiipds which nature never taught ; 

Co,'liflening fair! and call them fweet, 
Becauie you know them dearly bou|^* 

ynenvyM both ! go Yntxt and flng 
^ .Your (hidyM muiic o'er and o*er; 
^hi^fl i attend th* inviting ipring. 
In fields where birds unfettered foar. 
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WRiTTEiSr IN 'Vt'iNfiii, i74S* 

Bt tHK SAMJE, 

I. ' ■ 

Ir^HE fun, hb ^dibuM btsnu irhhdnw^i 
The hilli all white with fhsoiry 
Leave me dejected and forlorn ! 
Who can defitribe my woe t 
But not the fytfs warm bedtns cOuht 6heei*^ 

Nor hills, though e*er fo green, 
Unlcfs my Damon flionld appeaf , 
To beautify the fcene. 

ll. ' 
The fro2en broolts, and p^thlds val^S, 

Disjoin itiy love and mfe; 
The pMng bird his ^t^ bewaih 

On yonder Icaficfe tree ! 
But what to me are birds or brooks« 

Or any joy that's near? 
Hca\y the lute, and dull the books, 

While Damon is not here ! 

III. 
The Laplander, who, half the year. 

Is wrapt in fhades of night. 

Mourns not, like me, his winter dreat^ 

Nor wiflies more for light. 

Bu( 



"But what were light, without my lovc^ 

Or objc6b e?er & fintl. 
The flowery meadow, . field^ or gcove^ 

If Damon be not mia^ t 

IV. 

Each moment^ from my dear away. 

Is a long age of pain ; 
Fly fwift, ye hours,^ be calm the d^, 

That brings my love again ! 
O hade and bring him to my arms; 

Nor let us ever part : 
My breaft ihall beat no inoit a}armt| - 

When I feciite hb heart. 



^ftlTTBN TO A N£Aa N^ie«SN§9R IK A rEWSSTUOUS 

Ni«HT, 174^ 

9V T8E IAMB. . ; 

1. 

You bid my Mufe not ceafe to fiflg, ' 
You bid my ink not ceafe to flow ; 
Then fay it ever fhall be fprmg. 

And boiflerous winds fliall never blow : 
When you fuch miracles can prove, 
rUfingof friendflup^ oroflove, 

9 C But 
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n. 

But now alone, by Awmropptdh, * '- -* C =1' *• -^ 

WWch harflJy in my cari refound ; 
No cheerful voice with witty jeft^ 

No jocund pipe to fiill the found ; 
Untrain'd befide in verfe«like art. 
Hew fliall my pen exprefi my heart i 

in-. . 

In vain I call th* harmonious Nine, 

In vain implore ApolWi aid ; , r 
Obdurate, they refiife a line. 

While fpleen and care my reft inyade i. 
Say, (hall we Morpheua next imploxt;. 
And tiy if^i^cams befriend us mofe^i. 

Wifdy at Uafi he'll (lop my pe»» 
And wit][t hia. poppies crown my brow : 

Better by far in loneibme den 

To floep-uitikeard of-*than to glo^ 

With treacherous wildfirp of the bi^ain^ 

Th* topwatcd poct'j .banc; 
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Written at Fcrme Ornee % near Binninghan ; Auguft 7, 

1749.. 
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By t h £ 6 a m b« 

>^| ^ I S Nature here Uds pleafing fcenes arifi^ 
X And wifely gives chem Cynthio, to revile ; 

To veil each blemifli ; brighten every grace ; 

Yet ilill preierve the lovely Parent's face. 
How well the bard obeys, ^ach vaUey eell^; - ^^ 

Thefe lucid fbreams, gay meads, and lonely cells ; 

Where modeft Art in filence lurksconcealVI: '<" '-^> ^ 

While Nature ihincs, fp gmeefidly reveal-d, — 

That ihe triumphant claims the total plan ; 

And, with frefh pride, adopts, the worir^mtti; 

* Tiie Leaiawes, belonging t^'^iUIaiaS&epft^l^^JEf^^ j 
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The goldfinches. An Elegy* 

By Mr. JAGO*. 



*Ijtgc7ma5 didiciffefideUter artes 



EmMt moresy nfitfiUi efftfm^^ 

TO youy whole i^roves protect the featherM qpiia^ 
Who tend their arttefs notes a wflfing eari^ 
To you, whom pity mo\'eSy and tafle in^ircs. 
The Doric ftrain belongs ; O Shenilone, hear. 

'Twas gentle ipring^ when 2A the-tvnefid- race. 
By natuce taught, is- aiiptiaP leagues cw ub ine-; 

A goldfinch joy'd to meet the warm embracev 
And hearts gad foptuaes with her niate to join. 

Through Na£uFe^» fpacieus walks at large thejs ranged,. 

No fettled haunts, no fix'd abode their aim 5 
As chance-orfency led', their path the>' dtang^d, 

Themfelves, in every vary'd fcciic, the fame. 

• Richard Jago, Vicar of Siiitterf field in Warwlckfhirc, and rcflor of 
Klmcotc in Leicelkrihirc. He was the iv.ilmarc friend and corrcfpon- 
denl of Mr. Shenftonc, with whom he became acquainted at fchovl. 
He finlihcd his education at Unlvcrfiiy College, Oxford, and took 
his dcgl^t of M. A. July 9, 173?. His death happened May jg, i-:*?!. 

-» 'Tiil 
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Till on a day t6 weighty cares refign*d, 
Watii iBiitinl dioice^ alternate, theyagieed, 

On rambling thoughts no more to turn their misd^ 
But fettle fofaerly, and raife a breed* 

All in a garden, on a currant •buih. 

With wond'rous art they buih their waving feat ♦ 
In the next orehat liv'd a friendly thrufh. 

Not diftant far, a woedlark's foft retreat. 

Here bleft with eaie, and in each other Ueft, 
With ear|y fongs they wak'd the fprightly groves. 

Till time matured their blifa, and crownM their neft 
With inJBMit pledges of their fiuthAd loTes. 

And now what tranfport glowM in eitiicr*s eye ? 

What equcA fondnefs dealt tV allotted food ! 
What joy each other's Kkene& to dcfcry, 

And future fonnets in tiie ehiitpidg brood ! 

But ahl what earthly happinefs can laft ^ 
How does the feirelt purpofe often foil ? 

A truant fchool-bo/s wantonnefs could blaflf 
Their rWng hopes, and leave them both to t^. 

The moft ungentle of his tribe waa he ; 

No geaVoos precept ever touch'd his heart : 
With concords felfe and hideous profody 

He fcrawrd hi$ t-a(k, and UunderM o*er his part. 
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On barbarous plunder 6ent, with finrage tyt 
He markM where wrapt in down the young^Uogi Itjfi 

Then nifhing feiz'd the wretched haaSfy^ 
And bore them in his impious hands awajr* 

Bnt how Ihall I relate in numbers rude 
The pangs for poor ^ Chryfonaitris decreed ! 

When from a nei^b'ring fpray aghaft ihe viewVl 
The lavage ruffian's inauipicious deed ! 

So, wrapt in grief, £>me heart-ilruck matron fbrnds^ 
While horrid flame furround her children's room I 
On heaven fhe calls, and wrings her trembling haada^ 
ConftrainM to lee) but not prevwit their doom* 

'* O grief of griefs ! with fhrieking voice ihe ciy'd^ 
•• What fight is this that I have livM to fee t 

'* Q! that I had a maiden-goldfinch died, 
^^ From love's falfe joys, and bitter fixrows free ! 

u Was it £or this, alas ! with weary bill^ 

** Was it for this, I pois'd th* imwieldy ftraw f 

** For this I pick'd the mois from yonder hill ? 
*^ Nor fiiun'd the pond'rous chat along to draw ? 

*« Was it for this, I cidl'd the wool with care j 
•* And flrove with all my ikill our work to crown? 

** For this, with pain I bent the ftubbom hair ; 
•* And lin'd our cradle with the thifUc's down ? 
^ Chryfomlcris^ It fecms, Is the Dane for t g<^dfiach. 
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•' Was it for tJii* my freedom I refign'd ; 

** And ceas'd to rove from beauteous plain to plain ? 
** For this I iat at home whole days confip'd, 

*^ And bore the fcorching heat, and pealing rain ? 

** Was it for this my watchful eyes grow dim ? 

** The crimfon rdfes on my check turn pale ? 
*' Pale is my golden plumage, cKnce fo trim ; 

^* And all my wonted (pirits 'gin to fail. 

** O pltind'rer vile ; O more than weezel fell I 

** More treach*rons than the cat with prudifh/face ! 

^* Moi^ fierce than kites with whom the furies dwell ! 
*^ More pilfering than the cuckow*s prowling race ! 

** For thee roay plumb or goofb'ry never grow, 
** Nor JHiicy currant cool thy clammy throat : 

•* But bloody birch- twigs work thee ihameful woe, * 
** Nor ever gcridfinch cheer thee with her note V* 

Thus fang the moumfiil bird her piteous tale, 
The piteous talis her mournful mate retum'd : 

Then fide by fide they fought the diftant vale, 
And there in filent fadnefs inly mourn'd. 
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The blackbirds. An Elboy. 

By the Same. 

TH £ fun had chas'd the mouatain fhow^ 
And kindly loos'd the frozen foil. 
The melting ftreams began to flow. 
And ploughmen urg*d their annual toil. 

*T\vas then, amid the vocal throng 
Whom nature wakes to mirth and love, 

A blackbird rais'd his am'rous fong. 
And thus it echo'd tiirough the grove* 

O faireil of the feather'd train ! 

Fcr whom I fmg, for whom I burn, 
Attend with pity to my flrain, 

And grLint my love a kind return. 

For fee the wintry ilorms arc flown, 

And ^ciitle Zephyrs fan the air ; 
Let us the genial influence own, 

i^ct us the vernal paflimc fliare. 
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The raven plumes his jetty wing 

To pleafe his croaking paramour ; 
The larks refponfive ditties fing, 

And tell their paffion as they foar. 

But truft me, love, the raven's wing . . 

Is not to be compared with mine ; 
Nor can the lark fo fweetly iing 

As I, who (bength with fweetneis join* 

O! let me all thy fleps attend ! 

I'll point new treafures to thy light ; 
Whether the grove thy wifh befriend. 

Or hedge-rows green, or meadows bright* 

I'll ihew my love the cleared rill 
Whofe ftreams among the pebbles firay : 

Thefe will we £p, and fip our fill. 
Or on the flow'iy margin play. 

I'll lead her to the thickeft brake, 

Impervious to the fchool-boy's eye ; 
For her the plaifler'd nefl: I'll make. 

And on her downy pinions lie« 

When, prompted by a mother's carc^ 

Her warmth fhall form th' imprifon'd young; 

The pleafing taik I'll gladly fhare, * 

Or cheer her labours with my foog» ' 

Yz T« 



s 



To bring her foo4 I'll raage ^b^ Solitg 
And cull t;he bcft of every Jkiodi 

Whatever nature's bounty yieUbt 
And love*8 a£duou» care c^ fod^ 

And when |ny lovely mate WQuId &^ 
To tafte tljie fummer fweets at largCf^^ 

I'll wait at home the liye-Iop^ day, 
And^send wkh care our little cbiurg^ 

Then prove with: me the fw^ts cfUmf 
With me divicte tbd cares of lifi^j 

No bufh fhall boail: ia all the gpsf^ 
So fond a mate, fg bleil a wife* 

He ceas'd his fong* The melting dame 
With foft indulgence heard the ihain ^ 

She felt, (he own'd a mutual (lame. 
And hafted to relieve his faia* 

He led her to the nuptial bower. 
And neftled dofeiy to her fide ; 

The fondeft bridegroom of that hour,: 
And fhe, the moft delighted bride^ 

Next mornjic wakM her with a fong, 
: ** Behold*, he faid, the.new-4K)rn day t 
" The lark his matm peal has rung, 
** Arife, my love, and come away.'' 



Together 
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Together through the fields they ftray'd, 
And to the aiurrn'rine liv'let's fide ; . . 

ItenewM their vows, ^d hopp'd and play'd^ 
With honeft joy and decent pride* 

When oh ! with grief the Mufe relates 
The mournful feqwel of my tale; 

{Sent by an order from the fat^s, 
A gunner met them in the vale. 

Alarm'd, the lover cry'd, My dear, 
Haflei hafieaway, from dan^r fly; 

Herci gunner, point thy thunder h|:re ; 
O ipare my love, and let me die* 

At him the gunner took his aim; 

His aim, alas! was all too true : 
O ! had he chofe fome other game ! 

Or ihot— as he was wont to do ! 

Divided pair! forgive the wrong, 
While I with tears your iate rehearie i 

yH join the widow's plaintive ibng^ 
And lave the lever ia my verfe. 



Yi T.l 
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^m^mmm^m^^t^i^^im^^^ 



The rake* 



By a Lady jn NEW ENGLANIX 



fldn nuUora froloque^ 



Deteriara fequor. Ho&» 

AN open hearty a generous mind, 
But'paifion*8 Have, and wild as wind : 
In theory, a judge of right ; 
Though banifh'd from its pradtice q^uite : 
So loofe, fo proftitute of foul. 
His nobler wit becomes the tool 
Of every importuning fool ; 
A thoufand virtues mifapply'd j 
While reafon floats on paflion's tide : 
The ruin of the challe and fair ; 
The parent's curfc, the virgin's Ihare: 
Whofe falfe example leads aftray 
The young, the thoughtlefs, and the gay : 
Yet, left alone to cooler thought. 
He knows, he fees, he feels his fault : 
He knows his fault, he feels, he views, 
Deteiling what he moH: purfues : 

4. His 
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His judgment tells him, all his gains 
For fleeting joys are lafting pains : 
Reafon with appetite contending, 
Repcftitilig ftill, and dill offending: 
Abuier of the gifts of nature, 
A wretched, felf-condenming creature, 
He pafTes o*er life's ill-trod ftagje ; 
And dies, in youth, the prey of age I 
The fcorn, the pity of the wife. 
Who love, lament him — and defpife i 

FLOWERS. 

By ANTHONY WHISTLER% Efq; 

■ Ego apis matinee 

More modoqtie^ 

Grata carpentis tljyma. Hos» 

I. 

LET fages with fuperfiuous pains 
The learned page devour ; /" 

While Florio better knowledge drains 
From each inftrudtive flower. 

> Anthony Whiftler, Efq; was entered a Commoner of Pembroke 
HaU, Oxford, Ofcober 2, 1732. He died, in 17549 at his feat at Whit- 
church, in Oxfosdikiie. 

Y 4 11. His 
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n. 

His iavVite Rofe hit fear alanns^ 

All opening to the fun ; 
Like vain coquettes, who fpread their chaiiDi^ 

And fhine, to be undone. 

ni. 

The Tulip, gaudy in its drefi. 
And made for nought but (how^ 

In cvpry fenfe may well exprefs 
The glittering, empty beau! 

IV. 
. The Snow-drop firfl: but peeps to lig^. 

And fearful fhews its head ; 
Thus modeft merit ihines more bright^ 
By felf-diflruft mifled. 

y. 

Th' Auric'la, which through labour rofe. 

Yet fhines compleat by art. 
The force of education fhows 

How much it can impart* 

vr. 

He marks the Senfitive's nice fit ; 

Nor fears he to proclaim. 
If each man's darling y^ were hit, 

That he would aS ibe /ame% 



VIL Beneath 



VII. 
Sto^ath eadi commbii hedge* lie view$> 

The Violet with care ; 
Hinting we fhould not worth refufe. 

Although we find it thert. 

vin. 

The Tuberofe that lofty iprings. 

Nor can fupport its height. 
Well reprefents- impeiioin lungs,* 

Grown impotent by might, 

IX. 

Fragrant* thongh pale, the Lily blows; 

To teach the female breait, 
How virtue can its fweets 4iiclQ& 

In all complexions drefl* 

X. 

To eveiy bloom that crcnHmr tfitc year, 

Nature fome charm decrees ; 
Learn hence, ye njmiphs, her feceto wear, 

Ye cannot iail to pleaie. 



SONG. 
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SONG. 

By THE SAME. 

WHILE, Strephon, thus you teaze one. 
To fay, what won my heart ; 
It cannot fiire be treafon^ 
If I the trudi impart. 

*Twa8 not your finile, though charming ; 

*Twas not your cj^s, though bright ; 
'Twas not your bloom, though warming ; 

Nor beauty's dazzling light. 

*Twas not your drefe, though Ihining, 

Nor fhape, that made me iigh : 
*Twa8 not your tongue, complaining, 

For that I knew— might lye. 

No— *twas your generous nature ; 

Bold, foft ; fincere, and gay t 
It fhone in every feature. 

And ftole my lieart away. 



The 



L 
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The CABINEIT; Or, Verses on Roman Medals. 
To Mr. walker. By Mr. GravesV 

I. 

O ! the rich Caiket's mimic dome ! 
Where cells in graceful rows 
The triumphs of imperial Rome 
In nuniature difcloie. 

n. 

Lefs facred far thofe tinfel fhrines. 

In which the fainted bones. 
And relics, modern Rome confines^ 

Of legendary drones. 

In figurM brafs we here behold 

From time's wide wafte retrieved. 

What patriots firm or heroes bold 

In p^ace or war atchiev'd. 

IV. 
Or filver orbs, in ferics fair. 

With titles deck'd around, 

Prcfint each Caefar s face and air 

With rays or laurels crown'd. 

» Richard Graves, fccond fon of Richard Graves, Efq; was bom at 
Mickleton, in the County of Gloucefter, May 4, 171 5. He was edu- 
cated at Ablngton School, Berks ; elected from thence Nov. x, 1732, a 
Scholar of Pembroke CoUep-.- Oxford ; and chofen Fellow of All Souls 
College, 1736. In 1739 he became M^!\. He is now $.e£tor of 
Claverton^ and Vicar of Kilmerfdcn, in the County of Somerfet^ 

V» Ages 
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v;- •■■.:•... 

Ag^ to come fiiall hence be taugbt^ 

In lading (ines expreis'idy 
^ow mighty Julius fpokc or fougRt^ 

Or Cleopatra drefs*d» 

■ ■ ••• VT. . • • '. 

Augufhis here with piadd mien- 
Bids raging diicord-ceafe; 

The gates of War clofe-barr'd are feeny : . 
And all the world is peace. 

tn: 

A race of tyrants then fuccecdf. 

Who frown with* btoW fevere; 
Yet though we iliudder at their deedb^^ 

£v'n Nero charnn us here. 

VIII. 
Thus did the blooming Titus look 

Delight of human kind ; 

Great Hadrian thus, whofe death belpokd • 

His firm yet gentle mind. 

IX. 
Aurelius too ! thy floic face 

Indignant we compare 

With young Fauflina's wanton gracc^ 

And meretricious air. 

X. 

Each paffion here and virtue fhines 

In livelieft embfems drefs'd : 

Jjtk firong in TuUy's ethic lines. 

Or Plato's flights exprcfs^d, 

XT. With 
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XL 
Widi heighten'd grace in verdaut nift^ 

Each work of ancient art, 
The temple, colunm, arch, or bully 

Their wonted charms iippgrt* 

xn. ' 

All-gloridu8 Rome, through martial toOy ^ 

Beneath each zone obey'd, 
Shew'd every province, trophy, l|>oil« 

On current gold difplay'd* 

XIII. 
Hence prodigals, that vdhdy ffoid^ 

Promote the great defign ; 
And mifer^ aid ambition's end^ 

Who treafure up the coin. 

XIV. 
7%e-peafant finds in every clime 

The fcientific ore ; 
WhiUl on the rich remains of time. 

The learn'd with rapture pore* 

XV. 
Each fading flroke they now retrace 

Each legend dark unfold : 
Then in hifloric order place—* 

And copper vies with gold. 



XVLVbppf 
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XVL 
Happy the fage ! like you, my friend. 

The evening of whofe days 
Heav'n grants in that fair vale to ipend 

Where Thames delighted fh-ays. 

xvn. 

To medals there and books of tafte 

Thoie moments you confign. 
Which barren minds ignobly wafte 

On dogs, or cards, or wine. 

xviir. 

Whilft I 'mid rocks and lavage woods 

Enjoy thefe golden dreams ; 
" Where Avon winds to mix her floods 

With Bladud's healing flreams. 

PANACEA: 
Or, The Grand Restorative. 

By the Same. 

WELCOME to Baix*s dreams, ye fons of ipleen. 
Who rove from fpa to fpa — to fliift the fccne j 
While round the ftreaming fount you idly throng. 
Come, learn a wholfome fecret from my fong. 

•4 A CU?ercoB near Bath, 17509 

Y« 
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Yc feir, whofe rofes feel th* approaching firoft, 
And drops liipply the place of ipiiits loft: 
Ye *fquires, who, rack'd with gouts, at heav*n repine. 
Condemned to water for eiccefs in wine : 
Ye portly cits, fo corpulent and full, 
Who eat and drink *till appetite grows dull ; 
For whets and bitters then unfh-ing the purfe, 
Whilft nature more oppreft grows worfe and worfe ; 
Dupes to the craft of pill-prefcribmg leaches : 
You nod or laugh at what the parfon preaches. 
Hear then a rhyming quack,— >who Ipums your wealth. 
And gratis gives a fiu'e receipt for health. 
No more thus vainly roam o*er fea and land, 
When lo ! a fovereign remedy at Jiand : 
'Tis Temperance — ftale cant ! — *Ti8 Fafting then ; 
Heav'n's antidote againft the fins of men. 
Foul luxury's the caufe of all your pain : 
To fcour th' obftrudted glands, abftain ! abftain! 
Faft and take reft, ye candidates for ileep, 
Who from high food tormenting vigils keep : 
Faft and be fat— thou ftarveling in a gown : 
Ye bloated, faft-^'twill furely bring you down. 
Ye nymphs, that pme o'er chocolate and rolls, 
Hence take frefli bloom, frefh vigour to your jfouls. 
Faft and fear not — you'll need no drop nor pill ; 
Hunger m(^ fUrve, excefs \%fure to kill. 



The 
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The HEROINES, er Moderit Memoies. 

Bt the same. 

IN andent times, ibme kuadivd mintars palk, 
Wbea iirilifli daoaes, for conkienoe hkc, werechiAe^ 
If fome frail nymfh^ by youtkfiil paffion fmay'd^ 
From Virtue's paths imhajqiiljr had ftxzfd ; 
When baiiiih'd reaicMi re-afium'd her place. 
The confcious wretch bewail'd her fonl diigraoe $ 
Fled from the world, and pafs'd her joyleis years 
In decent iblitude, and pious tears, 
Veil'd in fome convent made her peace with faeaveo^ 
And alnioft hop'd — by Prudes to be forgiven. 

Not fo of Modem vr — res th* illuiirious train, 
Renown'd Conilantia », P — ton *> and V— ne *^ $ 
Grown old in fin, and dead to amorous joy. 
No a6ks of penance their great fouls employ. 
Without a blufh behold each n3rmph advance. 
The lufcious Heroine of her own roipance. 
Each harlot triumphs in her lols of fame, 
And boldly prints and publifhes her fhame, 
1751. 

3 Tercfa Conftantla Philips. 

t Mis. LfCtitia Pilkini<fton. 

' Sec this ladv's Memoin inthr Life of Peregrine Pickle. 

The 
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The P A R T I N G, 

By the Same. 

Written fome Years after Marriage. 

' f-. '• '■• "* 

I. 

THE riiing fun through all the grove 
DifFus'd a gladfome ray : 
My Lucy fmil'd, and talk'd of love .; 
And every thing looked gay. 

II. • 

But oh ! the fatal hour was come, 
That forc'd me from my dear: 
My LuiJy then through grief was dumb, 
Or ijpoke but by a tear. 

III. 
Now far from her and -blifs I roam, 

All nature wears a change: 
The azure iky feems wrapt in gloom, '. 
And every place looks flrange. 

IV. 
Thofe flow'ry fields, this verdant fcene. 

Yon larks that towering (ing, 
With fad contraft increafe my fpleen. 
And make me loath the fpring. 
Vol. IV. Z V. My 
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V. 

My books that wont to footh my mmd 

No longer now can pleafe : 
There only thofe amufenfent fiittd 

That have a mind at eafe. 

VI. 

Nay life itfelf is taftelefs grown 

From Lucy whilft I ftray : 
$ck of the world I miife alone 

And figh tlie live-long day. 

1748. 

ODE TO MEMORY. 1748. 

By William Shenston£| £fq; 

I. 

O Memory! celeftial maid ! 
Who glean'ft the flow'rets crept by time ; 
And, fufiering not a leaif to fade, 

Preferv'fl the bloflbms of our prime; 
Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind 
When life was new, and Lelbia kind» 

n.An<l 
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II. 

And biing that garland to my fight, 

With which my favour'd crook flie bound ; 

And bring that wreath of rofes bright 
Which then my feftive temples crown'd. 

And to my raptur'd ear convey 

The gentle things fhe deign'd to fay. 

m. 

And iketch with care the Mufe's bowV, 
Where Ifis rolls her filver tide; 

Nor yet omit one reed or flow'r, 

That fhines on Cherwell's verdant fide ; 

If fo thou may'ft thofe hours prolong, 

When polifli'd Lycon joinM my fong. 

IV. 

The fong it Vails not to recite- 
But fure, to footh our youthful dreams, 

Thofe banks and llreams appear'd more bright 
Than other banks, than other flreams : 

Or by thy foftcning pencil fhewn, 

Aflume they beauties not their own ? 

V. 

And paint th^t fweetly vacant fcene, 
When, all beneath the poplar bouj^. 

My fpirits light, my foul ferene^ 
I breath*d in verfe one cordial vow ; 

That nothmg ihould my foul infpire. 

But friendfliip warm, and love entire. 

Z 2 VI. DuU 
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VI. 

Dull to the fenfe of new delight. 
On thee the drooping Mufe attends ; 

As fome fond lover, robb'd of fight. 
On thy expreffive pow*r depends ; 

Nor would exchange thy glowing lines^ 

To live the lord of ail that fhines. 

vir. 

But let me chafe thofe vows away 

Which at ambitiou's ihrkie I made p 
Nor ever let thy ikill difplay 

Thofe anxious moments, ill repaid t 
Oh ! from my breall that feafon rafe, 
And bring my childhood in its place. 

VIII. 
Bring rae the bells, the rattle bring. 

And bring the hobby I beftrode ; 
When pleas 'd, in many a lix)rtive ring,. 

Around the room I jovial rode : 
Ev*n let me bid my lyre adieu, 
And bring the whiiUe that I blew. 

IX. 
Then will I mufe, and penfive fay,. 

Why did not thefc enjoyments lafl ^ . 
How fweetly wailed I the day. 

While innocence allow 'd to waileB 
Ambition's toils alike are vain, 
But, ah I for pleafure yield us pain.. 



Jl 



t 3S7 3 



The Pflnccfs ELIZABETH*: 

. Ballad, alluding' tp a Story recorded of her, when flic 
was a Prifoner at Woodstock, 1554* 

B Y T HE SAME. 

WILL you hear how once repining 
Great Eliza captive lay, 
Each annbitious thought religning, 
Foe to riches, poinp, and fway ? 

While the n)m[iphs and fwains delighted 

Tript around in all their pride ; 
Envying joys by others flighted. 

Thus the royal maiden cry'd : 

Bred on plains, or born in vallies, 

Who would bid thofe Icenes adieu ? 
Stranger to the arts of malice, 

Who would ever courts purfue ? 

« Afterwards Queen. HoUingihcad, fpcaking of her confinement, 
f s,— ** no naarvell, if (he hearing upon a time out of hir garden at 
Woodftocke a certaine milkmaide finging plcafantlic, wilhed hcrfclf 
to be a milkmaide as (he was ; faying chat her cafe was better, and life 
^Mirier." 

Z 3 Malice 
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Malice never taught to treafurc, 
Cenfure never taught to bear: 

Love is all the flicpherd's pleafure | 
Love is all the damfel's care. 

How can they of humble fiation 

Vainly blame the powers above? 
Or accufe the difpenfation 
Which allows them all to love? 

Love like air is widely given; 

Pow*r nor chance can thefe refirain j 
Trueft, nobleft gifts of heaven ! 

Only purefi: on the plain ! 

Peers can no fuch charms difcover. 
All in flars and garters dreft. 

As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With his nofegay on his breafi:« 

Finks and rofes in profulion, 
Said to fade when Chloe's near ; 

Fops may ufe the fame alluiiony 
But the fhepherd is fmcere. 

Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pail : 

Cowflips all around her fpringing 
Sweetly aint the golden vale. 



1 
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^cvcr yet did courtly maiden 
Move fo fprightly, look Co fair ; 

Never breaft with jewels laden 
Pour a fong fo void of care. 

Would indulgent heaven had granted 

Me fome rural damfel*s part ! 
All the empire I had wanted 

Then had been my (hepherd's heart. 

Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains. 
Free from fetters might I rove : 

Fearlels taile the cryflal fountains ; 
Peaceful fteep beneath the grove. 

Ruftics had been more forgiving ; 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 
None had envy'd me when living, 

None had triumphM o*er my tomb. 



^4 ODE 



C 360 ] 







O D E TO A Y O U N G LADY, 

Somewhat too folicitous about her Manner of Expreflion. 

By the same. 

SURVEY, my fair ! that lucid flream 
Adown the fmiling valley flray; 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream, 
To regulate its winding w^ay ? 

So pleas'd I view thy (hining hair 

In loofe difheveilVi ringlets flow : 
Not all thy art, nor all thy care, 

Can there one fmgle grace bcilow. 

Survey again that verdant hill, 

With native plants enarncll'd o'er ; 
Say, can the painter's iitmoil: Ikill 

Inraucft one liow'r to pleafe us more ? 

As vain it were, with artful dye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks difclofe, 

x\nd oh may Laura, ere flic try, 
Willi frelh vtrniilion paint the rofe. 

Hark? 
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Hark, how the wood-lark's tunefiil throat 

Can every ftudy'd grace excei ; 
Let art conllrain the rambling note, 

And will file, Laura, pleale lb well ? 

Oh ever keep thy native eaie, 

By no pedantic rules confm'd! 
For Laura's voice is form'd to pleafe, 

So Laura's words be not unkind. 

VERSES written towards the clofe of the Yejir 1748, 
to William Henry Lyttelton, Eiq;* 

By the Same. 

I 

HO W bL ^ly pafs'd the Summer's d^y ! 
How brigiit was every flower I 
While friends arriv'd, in circles gay, 
To vifit Damon's bower. 

But now, with filent Hep, I range 

Along fome lonely fliore ; 
And Damon's bower, alas the change I 
Is gay with friends no more. 

Sixth fon of Sir Thomas Lyttelton, and brother of Gcor2*»| the firft 
Lord Lyttelton. He was created Baran Weftcote, of Balamare, in the 
ountyof Longford, July 21, 1766; and if at prcfenf member for 
*ewdlcy. 

I Away 
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Awzj to crowds and cities borne. 

In qucft of joy they fteer ; 
Whilftl, afas ! am left forlorn. 

To weep the parting year \ 

O peofive autamn ! hovr I grieve 

Thy (brrowing face to fee ! . 
Wben.haguid funs are taking leave 

Of every dR)0|Hng tree. 

Ah let me not, with heavy eye. 

This dying fcene furvey ! 
Ba{le, Winter, hafte ; ufurp the Iky ; 

Compleat my bower's decay. 

111 can I bear the motley caft 

Yon* ilckening leaves retain ; 
That fpeak at once of pleafure paft, 

And bode approaching pain. 

At home unbleft, I gaze around. 

My diftant fcene s require ; 
Where all in murky vapours drownM 

Are hamlet, hill, and fpire. 

Though Thomfon, fweet defcriptive bard ! 

Jnfpiri-fg Autumn fung; 
Yet how fhould we the months regard. 
That llopp'd his flowing tongue ^ ? 

^ Mr. Thomfon ditd Augufl 27, 174s. 



Ah 
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Ah lucklcfs months, of all the reft. 

To whofe hard (hare it fell ! 
For fure he was the gcntleft breaft 

That ever fung fo well. 

And fee, the fwallows now difown 

The roofs 'they lov*d before ; 
Each, like his tuneful genius, flown 

To glad fome happier fhore. 

The wood-nymph eyes, with pale affright. 
The fportfman's frantic deed ; 

While hounds and horns and yells unite 
To drown the Mufe*s reed. 

Ye fields with blighted herbage brown ! 

Ye fkies no longer blue ! 
Too much we feel from fortune's frown, 

To bear thefe frowns from yoxu 

Where is the mead's imfuUied green ? 

The zeph)T's balmy gale ? 
And where fweet friendfhip's cordial mien. 

That brighten'd every vale ? 

What though the vine difclofe her dyes. 

And boaft her purple (lore ; 
Not all the vineyard's rich fupplies 

Can foothe our forrows more. 



He! 
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He ! he is gone» whofe moral firain 

Cauld wit and mirth refme ; 
He ! he is gone, whofe locial \-exa 

Surpau'd the power of wine. 

Faft by the fa-eams he deign'd to praiie, 

In yon fequefter'd grove. 
To him a votive urn I raife ^ ; 

To him, and friendly love. 

Yes there, my friend ! forlorn and fad, 

I grave your Thcmfon's name ; 
And there, his lyre ; which fate forbad 

To found yoiu- growing fame. 

There fiiall my plaintive fong recount 

Dark themes of hopelefs woe ; 
And, fafter th in the dropping fount, 

I'll teach mine eyes to flow. 

€ Inftcad of th* urn, Mr. Sbrnflone aftprwards infcrlbed the fcilon-- 
icg lines on one of trvc feats in his ^rouuds : 

ChLECERRIMO POETAE 
JACOBO THOMSON, . 
PROPE FOMES ILLl NGN FASTIDITOS 

G. S. 
SEDEM HANC ORNAVIT. 
Qjx tiV»i, r^v?^ tali rci'dim pro carmine dona? 
Kam nt:q.:c me tawura "vcnientis fibilus auftri, 
>Tecpercura jjva.U ilufVj ram litora, n?c <juu 
Saxofas ii.ier dccu;runt tlumina vallcj. 

There 
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There leaves, in fpite of Autumn, gitten^ 
Shall ihade the hallow'd grouad ; 

And Spring will there again be fecn. 
To call forth flowers around. 

But no kind funs. will bid me fhare. 
Once more. His focial hour ; 

Ah, Spring ! thou never canft repair 
This lo& to Damon's bowcn 



SON G S. 

By the Same* 

I. 

IN a vale fring'd with woodland, where grottos aboundy 
And rivulets murmur, and echoes reibund, 
I vow'd to the Mufes my time and my care ; 
Since neither could win me the Ihiiles of niy fair. 

As freedom infpir'd me, I ranged and I fung ; 

And Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongte'r 

But if once a fmooth accent delighted my car, 

I fhould wifh, unawares, that my Daphne might hear^ 

With faireft ideas my bofom I flor'd ; 
Alluiions to none but the nymph I ador'd ; 
And the more I with fhidy my fancy refin'd. 
The deeper impreffion ilie made on my mind. 

A 
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Ah ! whilil I the beauties of nature purfuc,- 
I ihli muu my Daphne's feir image renew ; 
The Graces have chofen with Daphne to rove, 
And the Mules are all in alliance with Love. 

n* Daphne's Vifit* 

Y£ birds ! for whom I rearM the gtove^ 
With melting lay falute ray love : 
Mjr Daphne with your notes detain ; 
Or I have rcar'd my grove in vain* 

Ye flowers ! before her footfieps rife j 
Diiplay at once your brighteft dyes; 
That (he your opening charms may fee : 
Or what were all your charms to me ? 

Kind Zephyr ! brufli each fragrant flower. 
And fhcd its odours round my bower 2 
Or never more, O gentle wind, 
Shall I, from thee, refrelhment find. 

Ye dreams ! if e'er your banks I lov'd. 
If c'^r your native founds improved. 
May each foft murmur footh my fair ; 
Or oh ! 'twill deepen my defpair. 

And thou, my grot ! whofe lonely bounds 

The melancholy pine furrounds, 

May Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom ; 

Or thou (halt prove her Damon's tomb< 

7 III. The 
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III. The RosE-BuD* 

SEE, Flavia, fee that budding role. 
How bright beneath the bufh it g^ows : 
How fafely there it lurks conceal'd ; 
How quickly blafted, when revealM ! 

The fun with warm attra6Hvc rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze, 
A blafl defcends from eaflem ikies. 
And all its bluihing radiance dies. 

Then guard, my fair! your charms divine; 
And check the fond deflre to fhine 
Where fame's tranfporting rays allure. 
While here more happy, more iecore. 

The breath of fome negledbd maid 
Shall make you iigh you left the fhade : 
A breath to beauty's bloom unldnd^ 
As, to the rofe, an eaflem wind* 

The nymph reply 'd, ** You firft, my fwain^ 
** Confine your fonnets to the plain ; 
*^ One envious tongue alike dilarms, 
** You, of your wit ; me, of my chafxns, 

** What is, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 

** Or what, unknown, the poet's ikill ? 

** What, unadmir'd, a charming mien, 

** Or what the rofc's blufli, unfecn ?*• 

IV. Written 
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rV. Written in a Colle6tion of Bacchanalian Songs, 

Ab I E U, ye jovial youths, who join 
'I'o plunge old Care in floods of wine ; 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roily 
Dilccrn him flraggling in the bowL 

Nor yet is hope fo wholly ilown, 
Nor yet is thought fo tedious grown. 
But limpid ilream and fliady tree 
Ret ami as yet, fomc fweets for me* 

And fee, through yonder lilent grovt, 

Sec yonder does my Daphne rove : 
With i>ru\6 her footfleps I purfue. 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 

• 

The folc conf-jfion 1 admire. 
Is that my l>aphne's eyes infpire : 
I fcorn the madnefs you approve, 
. And value reafon next to love. 



V. Imitated 
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I 

V. Imitated from the F R b n c h« 

YES, thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I ftray*(I ; 
But fhort was her fway for fo lovely a maid ; 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloifter Ihe run ; 
In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun! 
Ill-grounded, no doubt, a devotion muft prove 
So fetal to beauty, fo killing to love ! 

Yes, thefe are the meadows, the fhrubs and the plains. 
Once the fcene of my j^eafures, the fcene of my pains j 
How m^y foft moments I fpent in this grove ! 
How fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my love ! 
Be ftill though, my heart I thine emotion give o!^r 9 
Remember, the feafon of love is no more. 

With her how I flray'd amid fountains and bow*rS| 

Or loiter'd behind and collected the fiowVs ! 

Then breathlefs with ardor my fair-one purfu*d, 

And to think with what kindnefs my garland fhe view'd ! 

But be ftill, my fond heart ! this emotion give o'er; 

Fain would'il thou forget thou jmuft love her no more* 



Voi-.IV. A a HURAL 
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I 

RURAL INSCRIPTIONS. 

/ By the Same« 

L On a Root -Ho USE* 

HERE in cool grot, and mofly cell. 
We rural fays and Series dwell : 
Though Tardy ften by mortal eye. 
When the pale moon, afcending high. 
Darts through yon' limes her quivering beams. 
We frilk it near thefe cryital flreams. 

Her beams, refleded from the wave. 
Afford the light our revels crave ; 
The turf, with daifies broider'd o'er, 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor j 
Nor yet for artful flrains we call. 
But liften to the water's fall. 

Would you then tafte our tranquil fcene, 
Be fure your bofoms be fcrene ; 
Devoid of hate, devoid of flrife. 
Devoid of all that poifons life ; 
And much it vails you, in their place, 
To graft the love of human race ; 

7 And 
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And tread with awe thefe favour'd bowVs, 
Nor woimd the fhrubs, nor bmife the flowVs. 
So may your paths with fweets abound ! 
So may your cbUch with reft be crown'd ! 
But harm betide the wayward fwain, 
Who dares out haiiow'd haiuit prophane ! . 

OfiEROK. 

tl. In a ibady Valley^ i^ar a niadUif Water. 

O! Let me haunt this peaceful ihade ; « 
Nor let ambition e'er invade 
The tenants of this leafy bow'r, 
That ihuD her psths, and flight her pairV# 

Hither the plaintive halcyon flies^ 
From focial meads and open Ikies ; 
Pleas'd, by this rill, her courfe to fteer. 
And hide her iapphire plumage here« 

The trout, bedropt with crimibn ftains, 
Forfakes the river's proud domains ; 
Forfakes the fon's unwelcome gteaoii 
To lurk within this humble ftream. 

And furc I beard the Naiad £ar^^ 
** Flow, flow, my ftream ! this devious way: 
** Though lo\xIy foft thy murmurs arc, 
•* Thy watersj Im^ely coo! and fair* 

Aa 2 «* Flow, 
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'^Fknr, ge&tle fiream! norlet theraia 
«< TI17 imall unhSifA floret difdain : 
** Nor let the penfiipe iage repine, 
** Whole latent courie lefemblcs thine" 



in. On a (mail Building in the Gothic Tafie. 
y|^ JPmi 4ac ta^r fa ctttdf KefEr ! 

Jliai fct BfaMicBC tfv mflct fiMlCf 

fliipfcpc a cs mp iwnfnf tfnaf pr ■fBtv* 
Jtac fct tcqf^ tin beo^ Male, 

f srQftic (inif If, at die at Hatat , 

Dctootue af iMtlUife cadtf 1^ (bar I 
^ afl bcfiw (amt flalKiFf latantt . 

%t toaOf ^ Itialiniltbe n^* 

#a nuif Hr pamannt fonK anB flnSt, 

3[f Cdc]! in conrtlrt imnnt ^ (te : 
fat Cuilta tircte tonf to \nScit If&9 

JFtaoi li^fc^ t^cft ycatfftil sUnncsi wet fof » 
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A Paftoral BALLAD",^ in Four Pa^ts, 

Written in 1743* 

fiy the Same. • 

Arbujla bumilejque uvfrica* Yl&C* 

t. Absence. 



Y 



'£ ihepherds fo chearfhl and gay, 
Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam ! 
Should Corydon's happen to ftray, 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers homfe. 
Allow me to mule and^to figh. 

Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 
None once was fi> watchfiil as I & 
—I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

II. 

Now I know what it is, to have ftrove 

With the torture of doubt and defire; 
What it is, to admire and to love. 

And to leave her we love and admire* u 
Ah lead forth my flock u^ t;he morp. 

And the damp^ of each evening repell ; 
Alas ! I am &unt and forlorn : 

—I have bade VRy dear Phyllis farewell. 

• Dr. Johnftftt obfenrcf, thst though Mr. Shenftone was never aar* 
Tied,, yet l\e might haye obtained the lady to whom this ballad was 
addrefled. 

Aaj in. Since 
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m. 

Since Phyllis vouchfaf 'd itie a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine ; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crodk^ 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd every hour that went by. 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But now they are paft, and I figh, 

An4 1 grieve that I priz'd them no more* 

IV. 
But why do I languifli in vain ? 

Why wander thm penfively here ? 
Oh ! why did I come from the pUin, 

Where I fed on the finiies of mj deas^? 
They tell me, my favourite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! where with her I have ilray'd, 

I could wander with plcafure, alonc# 

V. 
When forcM the feir nymph to forego, 

W^hat anguifli I felt at my heart ! 
Yet I thought— but it might not be fo— 

*Twas with pain that ftie faw me depart. 
She gaz'd, as I flowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly difcern ; 
So fweetly fhc bade me adieu, 

I thought that fhe bade me return. 

VL The 
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VT. 

The pilgrim that journeys all day 

To vifit fome fer-diftant fhrine, 
'If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe. 
Soft hope is the relique I bear, 

And my folace wherever I go. 

II. Hops* 
I. 

MY banks they arc fiu-niihM with bees^ 
Whofe murmur invites one to deep; 
My grottos are (haded with trees. 

And my hills are white-over with iheep. 
I feldom have met with a lofs. 

Such health do my fountains beftow; 
My fountains all border'd with mofs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow* 

II. 
Not a pine in my grove is there feen. 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 
Not a beech's more beautiful green. 

But a fweet -briar twines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the yeat*. 
More charms than my cattle unfold ; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 
But it glitters with fiihes of gold. 

A a 4 IIL One 
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III, 

One would think (he might like to retire 
To the bow*r I have laboured to rear j 

Not a fhnib thht I heard her admire. 
But I hafled and planted it there ^ 

how fudden the jeflamin drove 
With the lilac to render it gxy ! 

Already \i 'calls for my love. 

To prune the Wild branches away. 

IV. 
From the plains, from the woodlands and grovet. 

What ftrains of wild melody flow ! 
How the nightingales warble thdr loves 

From tlucketv of iDfes that blow ! 
And when her bright form (hall appear^ 

Each bird (hall harmonioully join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear 

As-*ihe may not be fond to reiign. 

V. ■ 

1 have found out a gilt for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood -pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She :will fay 'twas a barbarous deed# 
For he ne'er could be true, flie averr'd. 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Such tendernels fall from her tongue. 

6 VI. I havi 
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vr. 

I have heard her with fw^etnefs unfold 

How that pity was due to— a dov^ ; 
That it ever attended the bold ; 

And (lie callM it the fitter of love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey. 

So much I her accents adore, 
l^t her fpeak, and whatever fhc fay, 

Methinks i fliould love her the more. 

VII. 
Can a bofom fo gentle remain • 

Unmov'd, when her Cdrydon fighs? 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Thefe plains, and this valley defpife ? 
Dear regions of filende and (hade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and ea(e ! 
Where I could have pleafingly ftray*d. 

If aught, in her abfence, could plea(e« 

VIIL 
But where docs my Phyllida (bray ? 

And where are her grots and her bowVs } 
Arc the groves and the valleys as gay. 

And the (lie{^erds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as feir, 

And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The fwains may in mahners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine* 

III, SoLr 
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III. Solicitude. 

I. 

WHY will you my paffion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I Ihew you the charms of my love. 

She 18 fsLDrer than you can believe* 
With her mien fhe enamours the brave; 

With her wit fljc engages ihefree ; 
With her modefty pleaies the grave ; 
She is every way pleafing to me, 

you that have been of her train. 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain 

That will fing but a fong in her praife. 
When he fings, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and liften the while ; 
Nay on him let not Phyllid^ frown; 

— ^But i cannot allow her to fmile. 

III. 
For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favout with Phyllis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 

Might fhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets He drefles his hair, 

And his crook is beiludded around; 
And his pipe— oh may Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in the found* 



IV. 'Tis 
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IV. 

'Tis His with mock paffionto glow; 

'Tis His m fmooth tales to'unfold, 
** How her fece is as bright as the (how, 

** And her bofom, be fur^, is as cold; 
*' How the nightingales labour the ftrain, 

** With the notes of his charmer to vie: 
** How they vaiy their accents in vain, 

** Repine at her triumphs, and die." 

V. 
To the grove or the garden he ftrays. 

And pillages every fwect ; -, -.- 

Then, fuiting the wreath to his lay* / 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet. 
** O Phyllis, he whiijpers, more fair, 

** More fweet than the jefl&min's flowV ! 
** What are pinks, in a morn, to compare ? 

** What is eglantine after a fhowV? 

VL 
" Then the lily no longer is white; 

** Then the rofe is deprived of its bloofn ; 
*^ Then the violets die with defpight, 

*^ And tbt woodbines ffye up thdr perfiune.^* 
Thus glide the foft numbers along, 

And he £incies no fliepherd his pe«r ; 
-Yet I never iliould envj the fong^ 

Were not Pbyllis to kad k an ear. 

VH. Let 
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VII. 
Let his crook be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife ; 
Let his forejkad with laurels be crown*d« 

So they (hiHe not in Fhyllis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the he^ 

Is a ftranger to Paridel's tongue ; 
»-Yet may fhe beware of his art. 

Or fure I muft env^ the fong. 

rV. DiSAPPOiNTMBNT. 

I; 

YE fliepherds, ^ve ear to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my fheep: 
They have nothing to do, but to ftray ; 

I have nothing to do, but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair — and my paffion begun ; 
She fmil*d — and I could not but love; 
She is faithlefs — and I am undone. 

n. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was j^ain to forefee. 
That a nymph fo compleat would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than me. 
Ah I love every hope can infpire : 

It baniOies wifdom the while ; 

And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems tor ever adorn'd with a imilet 

UI. She 
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IIL • 
She is feitUefs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witnefs the woes I eaduret 
Let reafon inflru6t you to fhun 

What it cannot inftru£k you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree: 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle they be« 

IV. 
Alas ! from the day that we met> 

What hope of an end to my woes, 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repofe i 
Yet time may diminifli the pain : 

The fiowVy and the {hrub» and the treet 
Which I rear*d for her pleafure in vain| 

In time may have comfort for me» 

V. 
The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofc. 

The found of a murmuring ftream. 
The peace which from Solitude flows. 

Henceforth fhali be Corydon*s theme. 
High tranfports are (hewn to the fight. 

But we are not to find them our own; 
Fate never bellow 'd fuch delight. 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

VI.Oye 
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Oye woods, ipread your branches spzce ; 

To your deepeii rcceflei I fly ; 
1 would hide with the beai^s of the chace ; 

I would vanlih from eveiy eye. 
Yet my reed fhall reibund through the grove 

With the fame fad complaint it begun ; 
fiow fhe fpsil'dy and I could not but love 9 

Waft faithleis, and I am undone ! 
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